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Vol. IV, No. 4 


Of all created things, the loveliest 
‘And most divine, are children. 
William Canton. 


Dear children, October 1991 


Festival time ia celebration time — however small the 
celebration is, It is a welcome change from our daily 
routine - getting up early in the morning, going to 
school, ete. It ia only during the festival-holidays, that 
we are able todo something different 


Like decorating our houses with elaborate rangoli or 
kolam, lighting lamps, making different varieties of 
sweets to eat... But this is not all. You will have to under- 
stand the meaning behind these festivals. ‘Gokulam’ 
tries to help you in this. You can also 
learn from your parents. 

‘One day when you grow up and have a family of your 
own, you will teach your children how to celebrate these 
festivals, and why. It is only then, that you will under- 
stand - how important a part you play in keeping our 
culture alive! 



































te IN GOKULAM THIS MONT! 


Puzzles 
Riddles 














Curry For Soup! 
-a picture story .. 
‘The Cunning Hare . 
Counting Eggs... 


Page 28 












‘Trains Without Wheels 
My Troubles - poem . 
‘The Secret of the Pond 
. VI. 





Economies and You 
‘Tales from the 
Arabian Nights. 


Page 20 














Festivals of Indi 
- Durga Puja . 
Jokes ..... 5 
‘The Greatest One -a poem 
Children’s Paradise 
































-acolour game .. 




















Penpals’ Pages 

‘The Reward 

a picture story 

Man and God 
Page 56 
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Festival Fun! 
-a COMPETITION . 
Abu’s Navratri. 

The Story of Durga . 
A Cunning Bargain .. 
The Express Time 






















Festival Recipes 
What Friends Are For 

‘The Fees ......+.+ 
Kangaroo 

+ The Australian Hopper... 








‘The Last Chapter .... 
DalVadas! ........ 
Quiz on Gandhiji . 





Cover Illustration : 
LALITHA 
































[-— 0 LETTER 


BEST LETTER 





Dear Editor, 


> There is so much talk of 
environmental pollution these 
days. All are talking about the 
depletion of the ozone layer, oil 
slick in the gulf, ete... But nobody 
seems to care for his own sur- 
roundings. I live in a so-called 
‘posh’ area in Madras. My neigh: 
Bours are all highly educated, und 
their children study in good con- 
vent achools, 

But I am extremely sorry to 
aay that they fail to practise what 
they have learnt. They dump gar- 
bage and even the plaintain 
Teaves on which they eat, right in 
front of their houses making the 
entire atreet look like a big dust 
bin! Because of their dumping the 
remnants of eatables, the peels of 








bananas, 





tc. stray dogs and cows 


have become a permanent feature _ 





of our street, adding to the un- 
hygenic conditions. When will 
these people learn — not only 
learn—but practice keeping their 
streets clean, and set un example 
to their less educated bretheren 








BOX 


who live in slums? Or are they 
determined to convert our once 
beautiful city into ‘grand’ slum? 





C. Rajalnkshmi, aged 12, 
Madras. 


Dear Editor, 

#1 read G. Karthik’s letter in the 
July ‘91 issue, I think he is absolutely 
right, Money is the only thing which 
spoils a person. 

ple give more atten! 
‘money -ifwe do not have money in this 
modern world, we will be of no impor- 
tance at all! 








What do you think readers? 


Dear Editor, 

#2 Games too, are an important 
part of education. Schools should have 
‘Special classes for thom. 








Kazim Raza, 
Gulbarga - 585 104. 


Dear Editor, 


Cinema has become an im: 
portant means of entertainment 
today. Even after the advent of VCRs, 
VCPs and cable TV, people still prefer 


a 
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going toa theatre, and many of them 
happen to be youngsters. Movies do 
provide wholesome entertainment 
‘and fun, but at the same time, many 
‘of them, project violence on screen. 
‘This doce affect youngsters and they 
{feel inclined to imitate them. 

Recently I heard of an incident at 
Dindigul about four rag-picking 
teenage boys who had murdered a 
landlord for money, and when ques- 
tioned about it the 








course I do not say that one should 

ver see films, but only that we 
‘should see good films, and even if we 
do happen to view a film that shows 
bad values, we should filter out the 
‘bad from it, and simply enjoy the good. 
Movies are meant for enjoyment. Why 
not take them in their right perspec 
tive? 











S. Meenakshi, aged 14, 
Coimbatore - 641 018. 


Doar Bator, 

‘#s Though I am also against th 
cutting of trees, wns careless when it 
tame to protecting them. 1 used to 
Frequentiypucklonves white walking 
jown a Toad. 

T read B, Smitha’s letter in the 
August ‘91 insve. She had said that 











trees cannot defend themselves 
againstour assaults, and that we do not: 
‘care for their feelings. I was really 
touched. 

‘Now, I have decided not to harm 
plants and trees, and to spread this 
‘message to other people too, 


‘Swarna A. Krishnan, aged 13, 
‘Madhya radesh, 
Dear Editor, 
#2 When wo catch butterflies 
ynimals and birds and mount them, 
imprison them or cage them, we do not 








realize their pain. 
Just imagine — if somebody did 
‘the same to us, how would we feol? 


Nupur Parashar, aged 12, 
‘Kalpakke 





Dear Editor, 

#21 want you to add some. 
science experiments which wil 
day-to-day science interesting. 


imple 
make 





R. Manoj Kumar, 
Erode - 638 001. 


‘The plotograrh on paws Dep of 
our Sophemter 1 ineee. cream 
Flags SiS con he sangrove 
erect. 

The 
shoud read The 










.on page 61 (centre) 
danas tree. 
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*hile we in India are just 
ways, Japan, Germany 


and other foreign countries 
have gone many sleepers (or 
rather, steps) ahead in moder- 
nising their railways. 

They are experimenting 
with trains that have no wheels. 
Yes, wheel-less trains! Such 
trains are called maglev trains 
in short, (Magnetic levitation 
(floating) trains.) 


They do not have wheels. 
Instead, they float along a 
single-track guideway. For this, 
reason, they are also known as 





‘monorail’ trains. The magnetic 
effect is electronically 
generated in the single-track 
guideway and also at the bot- 
tom of the train. The opposite 
poles of these two magnetic for- 
ces creates a magnetic cushion, 
thereby raising the whole train 
and pushing it forward. 


‘The speed of this train may 
exceed 480 kms. an hour! That 
is, one can easily cover the 
Delhi-Madras distance of 2,194 
kms. within 5 hours! This is just, 
double the time a plane takes to 
cover the distance. Unbeliev- 
able, isn't it? 


GOKULAM, October 917. 


‘To avoid accidents by way of 
derailment while travelling at 
such a great speed, the train’s 
sides will be wrapped around 
the single-track guideway rail. 

Because the train floats and 
does not actually sit on the rail, 
there is no friction. Thus, less 
energy is consumed. 


Maaglev technologies were 
invented and pioneered in the 
USA as early as the 1960's and 
1970's, but were not fully 
developed. 

Models of magleu systems 
are being developed and tested 
in Japan and Germany, How- 
ever, there are possibilites that 
the United States may win the 
race by developing the next 
generation maglev. 


The maglev system is very 
expensive. It costs about 19 mil- 





a 


Raju +I wish I had the money to 
buy an elephant. 

Ram : What on earth are you going 
todo with an elephant? 
Raju : Nothing. I just want the 
money! 


B. Girija, aged 13, 
New Delhi - 110 049. 
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lion dollars per km. to have a 
train floating to and fro on a 
single route. But think of the 
savings from reduced highway 
and airport constructions, the 
reduced pollution because 
lesser use of automobiles and 
planes, reduced travel delays, 
speed convenience, more trade, 
ete. 


‘You may wonder whether 
you will ever travel by maglev. 
Tt may not be possible for India 
to adopt such a costly system. 
But trains are exciting, with or 
without wheels, India has the 
Calcutta Metro that runs un- 
derground. And trains that run 
on elevated tracks above the 
roads will soon be in Madras! 


* Source : USIS 
S. BALAKRISHNAN 


Your Maths marks are 
You have scored just 
jut of hundred! 





twenty 
‘Manish : It could have been worse 
daddy. 
Father : How? 


‘Manish : If had sat next to Vivek, 
I would have scored just ten out of 
hundred! 













Sl 
MY TROUBLES 


oe ° 
I've got a heap of troubles 
Little ones that'll burst like bubbles \\ 9 


But I look around and see 
Bigger troubles around me. 











And when I sce my little bubbles, 
{just took up and grin, 

And count all the bigger trouble, 
‘That I am not in! 





d 
S. Anusha, aged 14, 
Salem - 636 012. 





THE GRAPHIC fa2%2-% 0 
presents * 3rd prize - Rs. 200/- 
DRAWING omens Re. 257 
COMPETITION sins weave stony 


i joined THE GRAPHIC 
exclusive conespondenee course 
for budding artist’s/students GENERAL ART."mose who 


Join our regular course NOW 
can also participate 


FOR DETAILS : Apply with 
Rs, 2/- postage stamp to 


cRapHic’’ 


96/8 SW. Boag Rd. mM 


- _ > T. Nagar Madras 17 Ph 444468 
int te LAST DATE 30.11.91 

















a ‘The story so far. 


One summer afternoon, 
Grandma tells Pramod, Prahlad, 
‘Shrutl and Sandhya of the legend of 
pond ina grove in thelr farm. This 
grove had been out-of-bounds to them 
when they were younger. Local 
people are frightened that If they 
‘onter the grove a mysterious disense 
might strike them down. 

Pramod investigates and finds out 
that the pond on the farm could be the 
missing pond in the legend, 
Meanwhile, the other three discover a 

1b with writing on St Inalde 











two boys Raghu and 
Kannu, the sons of farmhands, are 
missing. Raghu is found asleep near 
the entrance to the grove, and he 
donoribes seeing ghostly lights Inside. 
Kannu Is seen running out of the 


: 


arly the next morning, we 
went with Grandpa to the 
Village post-office, He wrote out 
atelegram— 
“Sundar, 
Come here immediately. 
Bring Mehra with you. 
Nanu.” 
Now Sundar Mama was 
Grandme’s cousin. He was a 
noted archeologist, and so was 
1OGOKULAM, Cetober 91 














scarce cman ans 


grove that evening In a frightened 


‘The four take a good look at 
Grandpa's old cupboard later tn the 
‘evening. And they discover a golden 
crown along with a bunch of papers 
which appear to be Grandpa's 
grandfather's diary. The diary tells 
them that treasure ts burled In a 
chamber underground, covered by 








looked after for generations by the 
familly of a faithful servant. Grandpa's 
grandfather meets an old man who 
lives in a tree-house above the marble 
‘slab. The old man has been guarding 
the secret-treasure, and he gives him 
the golden crown on which Is the in- 
algnia of the old dynanty in the legend. 
‘Now read on in Sandhya’s wore 














ae 
Mehra uncle who was Sundar 
Mama's best friend, : 

We wore very excited. What 
would Grandpa do next? 

Grandpa simply walked into 
the police-station which was 
next-door to the post-office. 


nspector Muthuswamy sat 
with his chin on his palm, 
deepin thought. 


He leapt to his feet as soon 
as Grandpa entered. 

“Mr: Narayanan!” he ex- 
claimed. “Come in! Sit down! 
‘What brings you here so early?” 

Grandpa sat down and told 
his story. Inspector Muthu- 
swamy's eyes grew wide. 

“This sounds incredible!" he 
exclaimed. “Unbelievable!” 

“But true!” said Grandpa. 
“We need your help if we have 
to find out who is in that tree- 
house now. Does that person or 
persons know of the treasure? 


Or have they already laid their 
hands on it? Or if there's no 
treasure what are they doing 
there?” 

“Hmmm...” said the Inspec- 
tor. “We'll go there immedi- 
ately.” 

“No, no!” said Grandpa. “If 
you come there now, people will 
wonder... And all will follow! 






The culprit, whatever he's upto, 
will definitely see us then, and 
flee. Tonight, it'll be!” 

Shruti gave a big sigh. Her 
eyes were shining. So were 
Pramod’s and Prahlad’s, and I 
am sure, so were mine! 

ndma was standing in 

‘the garden, and came hur- 

rying towards us as soon as we 
opened thegate. 

“What did the Inspector 
say?” she demanded, 

“Tonight!” said Grandpa, 
smiling. “I've also sent a 








telegram to Sundar asking him 
to bring Mehra with him. 

“What fun!” laughed 
Grandma. 

“Oh, yes!” I cried. “This is 
exciting!” 

“Like ina book!” said Shruti,, 
jumping up and down. 

“What great detectives we 
are!” crowed Pramod. 
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“Pride cometh. 
Prahlad. 

“But only Prahlad will fall!” 
completed Pramod. 
rumbled Prahlad, 
sed Pramod till they 
both sat panting on the ground. 

“Children! Children!” said 
Grandma. ‘I've made coffee,” 
she told Grandpa. “What will 
you four have? Milk?” 

“Coffee!” I cried. 

“Yes, yes!” chorused the 
others. We felt grown-up and 
tall. 





began 














then thingsbegantohappen 
fast. 

First, Sundar Mama and 
Mehra uncle arrived at 5.30 in 
the evening. 

“What's this Nanu?” asked 
Sundar Mama. “What's hap- 
pening 

He looked at all our faces 
smiling. 

“Pramod! I can see that look 
in your eyes!” he teased. 

“Why only Pramod?” 
demanded Shruti. “Can't you 
see we are all excited?” 

“Let them eat something 
first,” said Grandma. Why don't 
you to have a bath and come?” 





s both men ate tiffin, all of 

A iittovdelarsand hem to 
tellourstory. 

“{ knew something about 

your history,” said Sundar 
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Mama. “But this is incredible. 
Don’t you realize? You are 
royalty!” 

‘The four of us looked at each 
other in glee. Pramod puffed his 
chest out. 

“And since I am the eldest,” 
he said. “I shall be the next 
king.” 

“Idiot!” said Prahlad, giving 
him a push. 

“We shall all be kings and 





queens,” said Shruti. 
“How?" I asked. Only one...” 
“Only I..." began Pramod. 
“You can decide that later,” 
said Sundar Mama. “Do you 
think there really is a treasure, 
Mehra?” 


“Hmm...” said Mehra uncle. 
“Can't say. But I can't wait to 
dig it up!” 


n hour later, Inspéctor 
Muthuswamy arrived . In 
plain-clothes! 


“T've told everybody that 
you've invited me for dinner!” 
he told Grandpa. “I've asked 
two constables to come over at 9 
o'clock. Is that okay?” 


Time seemed to have 


stopped — or it was really 
crawling! Finally, we all set out 
(except Grandma). (The four of 
us were to go too — but we were 
to go last.) 





e grove. It was silent and 
ill asusual. Eventhelight 
ofthefull moonfailedtopierceits 
darkness. 

“No talking now,” the In- 
spector warned us. He and his 
two constables (they were in 
uniform) carried powerful tor- 
ches. Silently as we could, we 
followed the six men into the 
grove. Shading the light of the 
torches, they led us toa space in 
the undergrowth and switched 
the torches off. 





We stood there waiting, 


wondering what was going to 


happen. Everybody was keenly 
looking about him, waiting.... 

“There! There......" cried 
Shruti suddenly pointing. Two 
lights shone in the far darkness 
among the trees! 

“Sh! Sh!” said Grandpa. 

The Inspector and his con- 
stables were off, speeding 
through the trees, their torches 
lighting a path before them. 





Sundar Mama and Grandpa 
too switched on their torches. 

“Hold hands, children,” said 
Grandpa. And we began to walk 
in the direction of the lights. 


uddenly, the lights we were 
following vanished! We 
heard bellows of rage and shout- 
ing, the Inspector's voice — 
“Catch the rase 
other? After him!” 
A figure came running, 
crashing through the bushes — 
and bang! — ran straight into 
Sundar Mama. Both fell, and 
there was a lot of scuffling and 
thrashing. But soon Mehra 
uncle joined the fray and the 
man was overpowered. 
Grandpa picked up Sundar 
Mama's torch which had fallen 
down and flashed his own over 
the scene. 
“Muthu? Muthu?” Grand- 
pa’s voice faltered. “You?” 
We too were astounded. 
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Muthu? Raghu’s father? He was 
such a trusted man and his 
family had worked on the farm 
for generations. 

He bent his head, not speak- 
ing. 


the two constables came 

leading another man, fol- 
lowed by the Inspector. He took 
in the scene before him, and his 
facebrightened 

“You've caught the other fél- 
low? Good!” he said. 

“So there are ohly two of 
them?” asked Grandpa. 

“We found the tree house!” 
said the Inspector. “There are 
only these two, We'll search 
again in the morning.” 

Both men were taken back 
to the farmhouse, 

“Why were you two there?” 
asked the Inspector. “Does 
anybody else know about it?" 

“No!” muttered Muthu. 

“Who is he?" asked Grandpa 


pointing to the other man. 

“He’s my brother-in-law,” 
said Muthu. “His name is 
Somu....” 

Somu only groaned in 
despair. 

“I wish I hadn't listened to 
you!” he told Muthu. 

Muthu sat with his head 
bowed,silent. 

Then he looked at Grandpa. 

“Oh, samy! Please forgive 
me! I'll tell you everything!” he 
cried. He turned to Grandma, 
“Amma, I'd like some water 

Tran in and brought out a 
pot full of water. He took a deep 
drink and told his story — 


co 





was a lad of ten years 
when it happened. One 
night, and old man staggered to 
the verandah of our hut and col- 
lapsed. 

“I can never forget it. That 
old, old man... He lay there for 
sometime, breathing heavily. 








Before I could call out to my 
parents, the old man sat up and 
said, “Don't call anyone!” and 
tottered away into the dark- 
ness. 

“Days later, I ventured into 
the grove. Beneath the banyan, 
right next to the stone slab lay 
the old man. He was very still. 
but alive! Iran as fast as I could 
and called my father. 

“The old man lay where he 
was. His last words were, 
“Treasure! Treasure! The 
heirs!” And he died clutching 
the slab of marble. My father 
sent me back home and quietly 
buried him. 

“We found the tree-house. 
We realized that the marble 
slab could hide treasure. My 
father tried digging with acrow- 
bar, but it did not budge, He 
only chipped off a few pieces on 
the surface. 





GOT ss incroibie! Somu andI 
have tried for many 








nights, But that ston 
“Have you told ‘anybody 
else?” demanded the Inspector, 
“No samy!” insisted Muthu. 
“[ wanted the treasure for 
myself. Only Somu knows.” 
He turned to Grandpa. 
“Forgive me samy!” he cried. 
‘| wanted it all for myself. I 
wanted toberich. ButIhavenot 
done anything wrong! Please! I 
don’t want to go to prison...” 
“We'll see about that!” said 
the Inspector, and soon the two 
men were taken away. 





cannot describe the excite- 
ment of thenext fowdays. 

Sundar Mama brought his 
archeological team and 
workers. They wore given heavy 
police protection, 

It took ten men three days to 
break open that slab of marble. 
Tt was that strong! 

The whole village was agog 
with news. Will there be a 
treasure? Wasit a fool's errand? 
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Dad : Well kids, did you wash all 
the dishes? 


Raju : Yes. dad, I washed the 
dishes, 


Ramu :I dried them. 
Suresh : And I swept up the 
broken bits! sed 
™M. Chaarulatha, aged 10, 
Madras - 600 041. 





Well, there was treasure. 
‘And what treasure! Like you 
see in the movies — and like 
they write about in books. 

Silver Chests and little cas- 
kets filled with priceless jewel- 
lery. A pair of swords with silver 
and ivory hilts with the emblem 
ofthe dynasty..... Figurines and 
tiny statues in silver..... 





undar Mama and Mehra 
junclewere over the moon! 

“We'll make « museum 
here!” they cried. “Look at 
these... 

In one casket, they found 
nothing but a peculiar kind of 
sawdust. 

“Parchment!” muttered 
Mehra Uncle. “Its all crumbled 
now. We'll never know what 
was written on it or who wrote 
ite” 

Newspaper reporters came. 
Everybody and everything were 
photographed. Even our cows! 

Sundar Mama has put for- 
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ward the proposal for the 
museum to the government — 
with the approval of the whole 
village. 

“Our village has always 
been special,” we heard our 
Panchayat Chairman tell a 
reporter. “There are a few 
things I can tell you....” 

“Now we have something we 
can boast about,” said our 
postman (the only one in the 
village) as he delivered a pile of 
mail and guzzled up a glass of 
buttermilk. “People keep as- 
king me all sorts of things about 
you...” 


AN sts tater 


“Things are returning to 
normal,” said Prahlad as he 
made his bed. “No longer does 
anyone stop us wherever we go, 
and ask us totell them the whole 
story!” 

“You can say that!” sighed 
Shruti. 

“Say!” I exclaimed suddenly. 
“What happened to the pond?” 

“What pond?” asked Prahlad 
puzzled. 

“This is the secret of the 
pond, isn't it?” I asked, 

Pramod laughed 

“The secret of the pond that 
never was!” 


Concluded. 
SANDHYA RAMAN 


THE ‘SILENT’ CLASS 


“[ would like a silent class, 
‘A.class as quiet as grass!” 
‘The teacher said with a stern eye, 
But we did not know why! 


‘Twenty years later, 
‘Oh! What a long time! 

T began to teach a nursery rhyme 
‘To the tiny totsagedthree or four. 


Somse were looking at the door; 
Some were screeching, 
A few were screaming 
And I did not know what to do! 


I repeated the sameold words, 
Which years ago my teacher told, 
Now I know why it was said, 



















No more a student, I am a teacher instead! 






R. Sindura, aged 10, J 





Salem - 636 007. 





















TRUE 
PREDICTIONS 


mur, the Emperor once 
I Wold Nazruddin, *t would 
like to have a good 
astrologer in my court. I have 
been searching for one, but in 
vain, I understand that you 
know astrology very well.” 

“Oh yes!” exclaimed Nazrud- 
din. “But if you make me the 
court astrologer, you must 
make my wife one too!” 

“Your wife?” asked the 
surprised Timur. 

“Because, at home,” replied 
Nazruddin, “As soon ‘as I say 
something, my 










below are eleven creatures — 


“{t will rain", she immediately 
says — “No, no! It will not!” So 
if both of us are court 
astrologers, at least one of us 
will be right!” 

‘Timur laughed heartily at 
Nazruddin’s answer. 


CREEPY CRAWLIES! 


Retold by 
KOLAR KRISHNA IYER 
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oney is necessary in our 
day-to-daylife. Wehaveto 
, wear clothes, you may have 
to buy a note-book, a pencil 





ferentfamilyneeds—anddecide 
which need comes first, and 
which is more important to the 


. family. And they spend within 


the amounts alloted for each 
need. 


ebudgetisveryimportant, 

For ifyou donot plan ahead 
andspreadtheexpensesoverthe 
month, you will find that money 
might not be there when you 
need it most. You will be spend- 
ing a lot of money in the begin- 
ning of the month, and by the 











=) 





But how dowedecidehow much 
tospendonclothes, howmuch to 
spend on vegetables, food, etc...? 
‘That's where the budget comes 
in, 


very month, your parents 
who work, will receive a 
salary. This salary is usually a 
fixed amount — and you will 
notice that your parents make a 
budget. They put aside separate 





cape will have very little left. 
If the budget is made, you 
can plan your savings. 


+ is same with the economy of 
the country. Every year, the 
government makes a budget. It 
totals the expenses and incomes 
of the previous year and sees if 
thereareany savingsintheform 
ofsurplus. 
Usually, the government 


sums of money for all the dif- finds that its expenses are 


ECONOMICS AND YOU 
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greater than the incomes, and a 
deficit created. So it begins the 
new financial year with the 
deficit in hand, trying to plan 
the budget so that the coming 
yearwillsee asurplus. Through 
such planning, it tries to reduce 
the deficits that they have in- 
curred. 

But due to a lot of reasons — 
bad planning, lack of co-ordina- 
tion, ete, the government has 
collected a lot of deficits over the 
years, Also, ithas borrowed alot, 





downeverything! 

So it has devalued the rupee 
(this means that thevalueofthe 
rupee will be less in foreign 
markets), Foriegn countries 
will find our goods cheap and 
buy more — it will increase our 
exports and our income from ex- 
ports. 


you get pocket-money every 

month, you too can make a 
budget. Plan your different 
needsinamonth andwritedown 











of money from lending institu- 
tions abroad, It has been unable 
to repay many of these loans — 
and the interest on these loans 
too, have been accumulating. 


upposing your father was a 

businessman — and his 
business hasbeen making a loss 
—hehasborrowedalotofmoney 
and has to repay it, What he 
would probably dois close down 
hisbusiness, sell hisstock, repay 
loans, and begin all over again. 
Butthegovernmenteannotclose 











howmuch you will havetospend 
for each. And see if you can save 
some money too! 


‘To be continued. 
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Tales from the 
ARABIAN NIGHTS 





ur grandmother 

must have told you a 

number of stories — 

among them the tales 

from the Arabian 

Nights too. Let me also tell you 
some uf them. 

‘You must have heard about 
the famous Sultan of Persia, 
Shahryar and how his wife, 
Scheherazade prevented him 
from killing her at the break 
of dawn by narrating many 
stories. But heve you ever 
wondered what made the Sul- 
tan want to kill all his wives? 


long, long time ago, 
before you and I were 
orn, there lived a Sultan 


in the Islands of India and 
China, called Banu Sasan, He 
was a very great ruler and had 
@ powerful army. He had two 
sons Shahryar, and Shah 
Aman, They both ruled dif: 
ferent kingdoms, Their subjects 
were very happy and 
prosperous. Shahryar wanted 
tosee his brother. But his Wazir 
said, “Why don’t you invite 
Sheh Amen to our kingdom?” 
Sultan Shahryar liked the idea, 
So the Wazir was sent to invite 
122 GOKULAM, Getobar 91 


the Shab, loaded with gifts.and 
Jowels. 


h:Aman was filled with 

yy on receiving the invita- 

tion. Filling trunks with 

presents and jewels for his 

brother, the Sultan Shahryar, 

he began his journey. When he 

had travelled half the distance, 

he remembered that he had for- 

gotten to take something, So he 
returned to his palace. 

On entering the palace- 
gates, he learnt that his wife 
was planning to kill him. 
Shocked and disappointed, he 
proceeded on his journey. 

King Shahryar’s joy knew 
no bounds when he saw his 
brother. But the Shah's pale 
sorrowful face deeply troubled 
him, 

“What's wrong brother?” 
asked Shahryar, But the Shah 
refused to tell him. 


lhe next day, when the 
I hah was brooding over 
misery, he happened 

to over-hear something. His 
sister-in-law, Shahryar’s wife, 
was also planning to kill her 














husband! This made him more 
sorrowful than ever. 

‘The Shah could now no 
longer keep his dreadful 
secret, He told Shahryar of 
their wives’ plots to kill them. 
Red with anger, Shahryar 
vowed to kill his wife before 
the break of dawn. Shah Aman 
returned to his kingdom, and 
Shahryar ordered his Wazir to 
behead his wife. 

Shahryar now became a 
very bitter man. He decided 
that he would not let even one 
woman live in his kingdom. So 
every day, the Sultan would 
marry a girl, and behead her 
the next morning. 





People began to hide away 
their daughters, and soon, not 
a girl could be scen on the 
streets. 

One day, Sultan Shahryar 
asked his Wazir, “You have a 
beautiful daughter?” 

“Yes, O Sultan,” said the 
Wazir, trembling. 


lhe Wazir went home a 
worried man. His 
daughter Scheherazade 
heard of her father's dilemma, 
“T'll marry the Sultan, 
father,” she told him. 
“No, nol” cried the Wazir. 
“{ cannot allow that to hap- 
pen.” 
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But Scheherazade had 
made up her mind. The Wazir 
pleaded and begged, scolded 
and threatened her, but she re- 
mained firm. 

So the Sultan and 
Scheherazade were married. 

That night Scheherazade 
called her sister to her room. 

“When the Sultan enters,” 


she told her sister, 
to tell you a story. 





As soon as the Sultan 
entered, the girl said, “Sister! 
I cannot sleep. Please tell me 
a story!” 

And Scheherazade began 
the story of the Fisherman and 
the Djinn 





THE FISHERMAN 





AND THE DJINN 





here was once a fisherman 
—a very poor man — with 
awife and three daughters. 
He was a very lazy man too~he 
cast his net only four times a 
day. One day, he cast his net and 
when he hauled it in, it felt very 
heavy. Gleefully, he opened it 
only to find a jackass! 
What would a fisherman do 
with a jackass? Sadly he threw 
it away. 


Not in the mood to work, he 
thought, “Il throw my net once 
more. Just once more!” 

And what did he find? A 
cucumber-shaped, copper jar! 

“lil get at least ten dinars 
for it,” he thought joyfully 
"Wonder what's, in it?” 

When he opened the jar, it 
seemed empty. 
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Suddenly, a spurt of smoke 
came out and began to curl up- 
wards. And there it was - a Djinn 
(Genie) that loomed from the 
earth to the sky. 

Do you know how the Djinn 
looked? 

His head was like a 
donkey's, his hands were like 
pitchforks, his eyes — two 
lamps and his expression was 
fierce and frightening, 

On seeing the Djinn the poor 
fisherman trembled like a leaf, 


*How would you like to die?" 
rumbled the Djinn. 

“Why should | die?" asked 
the puzzled fisherman 


“Tam one who has sinned 
against the Sultan, and as 
punishment, was sealed into a 


jar and thrown into the sea. | 
decided that if anyone freed me 
within the first 100 years, 1 
would give him wealth beyond 
his dreams. But no one did so. 
| decided to give all the earth 
for the one who freed me within 
the next 400 years, but again 
no one did so. Then | thought 
| would grant three wishes to 
anyone who freed me. But 800 
years have passed. Not one 
freed me! That's why | have 
decided to kill anyone who sets 
me free. 

“I shall kill you. How do you 


want to die?” 
The fisherman thought fast. 


Lazy he might be, but foolish 





he was not. 

“O Djinnt’ he pleaded. “| 
have just one desire before | 
die. | want to know how one 
so huge as you have lived in- 
side this small jar for 800 
years!” 

The Djinn laughed. 

“rll show you...” he said. 


At this point, morning 
dawned and Scheherazade 
stopped her story, for the time 
had come for the Sultan to kill 
her. “I'll complete the story to- 
night,” said Scheherazade 
firmly. 

“Please continue,” said the 

OKULAM, atte 3125 


Sultan who had become so in- 
terested in the story that he 
had forgetten his vow. 
“Nol” said Scheherazade. 
“To-night, I shall end the 


story.” 
“Then you shall live till 
tomorrow morning — and 


tonight you shall end your 
story,” said the Sultan, “But 
tomorrow morning, you die!” 


That night Scheherazade 
continued her story. 


Now, the Djinn, like all 
etheral Beings’ was very very 


foolish. He became vapour 
again and slid into the jar, and 
the fisherman quickly sealed it, 
He was about to throw the Djinn 
with the jar into the sea, when 
fa thought struck him. 

“| cannot trust you if | let 
you free,” he told the Djinn, "Nor 
can | heartlessly throw you into 
the sea, Ill tell you a story...” 

And that night Sche- 
herazade began the next story 
— the one that the fisherman 
told the Djinn, 


‘To be continued. 
GITA RAJU. 















MATHEMATICAL TRICKS! 
11 x11=121 
111 x 111 = 12821 
1111 x 1111 = 1234321 
11111 x 11111 = 128454321 
111111 x 111111 = 12345654321. 


Ravi : Why is thio atring tied 
‘around your finger? 

Ramesh : Mummy tied it 40 that I 
wouldn't forget to post her letter. 
Ravi : Did you post it? 

Ramesh: No. Mother forgot to give 
it to me. 





Priya R. Iyer, aged 9, 
Ahmedabad - 380 006, 


BTC. 
Nisha Agarwal, 
Hospet. 





Dear Nisha, 


You have not given your address. Please send it to us. 


Ed. 
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JUMBLE-BUMBLE! 
School-Subjects 


1, NCCSEEI 

2, AATTMMHEISC 

38, OASCLI CNCSEIE (two 
words) 

4, OABTYN 


K. Satish, aged 11, 
Madras - 600 041. 


GUESS THE ANIMAL! 


The names of animals with 
three letters in them are given 
below. But the middle letters 
are missing. Can you guess the 
animal? 

c-w 


Soke 
onvag 
sRaXKa 


S. Ananth, aged 11, 
Hyderabad - 500 762. 


NAME GAME 


PUZZLES| 


ANIMAL BLOOMERS ! 











Ina fit of mischief, our artist 
has inserted some very funny 
characteristics on the animals 
illustrated above, Can you spot 
them? 





‘The names of some popular books and authors are given below. 
But they are nat matched. Can you correct the sequence? 


The Hardy Boys 
Naney Drew 

Raman Obeys the King 
Swami and Friends 
Umbrella Brigade 


AAS tom 








Kamala Laxman 
Laura E. Richards 
RK. Narayan j, 
Franklin W. Dixon 
Carolyne Keene 


paoop 


B. Karthik, aged 11, Goa - 403 601. 
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TOES 


: Why is it difficult for a 
Ronard to hide in a jungle? 


Ca 


A: Because it is spotted! 


Q: Why is it difficult to keep a 
secret at the North Pole? 


A: Because teeth chatter too 
much there! 


@ : Where do pigs keep their 
money? 


Pa 


A: In piggy-banks! 


Q: How do you start a race of| 
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fire-flies? 





A: Ready, set, glow! 


Kalyani S. Wakkar, aged 11, 
Bombay - 400 043, 


Q : Which is the smallest ar- 
ticle? 





A:A particle, of course! 


Q: Why can’t you trust an In- 
dian leopard? 


7 2 
oS a 


A: Because he is a cheetah! 








Q : What did the big fountain 
pen say to the small one? 


AL 


A:Youaretooyoungto useink! 


@ : Which is the shortest 
month? 


ea 


A: May, of course!’Cause it con- 
tains only three letters. 


R. Venkatraman, aged 13. 


Dear Venkatraman, 
You have not given your ad- 
dress. Please send it to us. Ed. 


Q : What would you call two} 


banana skins? 





A : A pair of slippers! 


Q : What did the robber who 
robbed the watch-shop tell the 


‘owner? 





A: Sorry! I have taken much 
of your valuable time. 


Q : Why was the football team 
given a lighter? 





A: ‘Cause they kept losing 
their matches. 


R. Pavithra, aged 14, 
Bombay - 22. 








RIDDLES 
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nee Nazruddin was sit- 
Or in the verandah of 

his house smoking his 
hukka, His brother-in-law came 
running, gasping and panting 
and said, “Dear brother-in-law! 
Thave madea very good bargain 
but I don't have money. Please 
lend me a hundred dinars. I will 
return it to you within a few 
hours.” 

“What bargain have you 
made?” asked Nazruddin. 

“{ will get a profit of twenty- 
five dinars out of it,” replied his 
brother-in-law. “I will give you 
twenty dinars and keep only the 
remaining five dinars as my 
profit. But if you don’t lend me 
‘a hundred dinars, all will be 
lost!” 

Nazruddin’s wife was there, 
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and she too pleaded on her 
brother's behalf. 

Nazruddin knew that his 
brother-in-law was bluffing, 
and he would never repay the 
loan. But he did not want to 
refuse when his wife was there, 

He took out five dinars and 
gave it to his brother-in-law. 

“I asked for one hundred 

dinars{” exclaimed his brother- 
in-law. 
“I know!” replied Nazrud- 
din. "You said you will get a 
profit of five dinars from this 
bargain. Don't bother about my 
profit. I have given you your 
profit. So be gone from here!” 

Later, Nazruddin muttered 
to himself “It is better to lose 
five dinars than to lose a 
hundred!” 


Retold by 
KOLAR KRISHNA IYER 


INGOD 


ne can see an idol 

named — Thuluka 

Nacchiyar (which 

means Muslim god- 

doss), in the Sannid- 

hi at the entrance of a famous 

ancient Vaishnava temple in 

Melkots i 

"Muslim 

shipped for nearly 900 years 
in the temple. 


amanuja, the great theolo- 

st, unfortunately was 
Torced to leave Srirangamby the 
then Chola king, Kulottungan, 
due to religious differences. He 
fledtoaplacecalledMelkotenear 
Mysore. One day, while he was 
strolling about in aTulasi grove, 

















he came across a huge idol 
covered by an anthill. With the 
help ofsomevillagersandhisfol 
lowers, he constructed a temple 
and installed thisidol init. 

ne night, Ramanuja had a 

Jdream. God seemed to tell 
him something. The Utsava 
Vigraha(ortheidol that istaken 
out in procession during fes- 
tivals) named ¥Sampath 
Kumara’ was in the pocession of 
the Sultan of Delhi. Ramanuja 
was asked to bring it back and 
keepitinthenewtemple. 

He travelled to Delhi with 
some devotees, to get back the 
Utsava Vigraha from the Sul- 
tan. He convinced the Sultan 
that thevigraha (idol) should be 
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restored to the temple. Im- 
pressed by the devotion of 
Ramanuja, the Sultan decided 
to return the vigraha to 
Melkote. 

‘The Utsava Vigraha was 
beautifully carved, and 
radiated a divine glow. Ever 
since the Sultan had brought it 
from Melkote, his daughter, 
Bibi Lachimar, had kept it as a 
part of her treasure-house of 
toys. It was one of her favourite 
idols, At first she agreed to 
allow it to be taken away. But, 
later, she missed her ‘toy’ un- 
bearably. Unable to see his 
daughter in sorrow, the Sultan 
sent her with a posse of soldiers 
to Melkote to bring the vigraha 
back. 


en Bibi Lachimar 
Wirssinet Melkote, she saw 
many devotees ardently wor- 
shippingit. Shedecidedtoletthe 
vigrahabewhereitwas. Instead 
she remained at Melkote, wor- 
shipping the vigraha with the 
other devotees, even though she 
wasa Muslim! 

Bibi Lachimar lived at 
Melkote for the rest of her life. 

After her death, the local 
people decided to instal her idol 
at the temple and worship it as 
thatofasaint, 

For Bibi Lachimar had 
taught them that a Muslim 
could remain a Muslim, yet 
respect. a Hindu god. 


S, PADMA SRINATHAN 
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REFRESHING TEA 
ur country produces more 
than 700 million kgs. oftea 
every year and wecontinue tobe 
the largest producer of tea in the 


world. This is because about 


4,15,000 hectares of land aro 
under tea plantation in Indi 
and each hectare yields about, 
1,630kgs. Onanaverage,teahas 
been sold at Rs. 52.50 per kg. 
during the previous year. Our 
tea exports bring us about Rs. 
1,050 crores worth of foreign ex- 
change. What refreshing tea 
(news)indeed! 





S. BALAKRISHNAN, 


ators lift only one 


Rama Why & 


tee? 
Raju + Because 4 the 
anor, vey would 8 
Njeaa Veradhogey 
6 


Geravaman * 


ieture if five 


espertiar int a p 
Sete nk thing 








COMPLETE THE ‘SAYINGS’ 





A watched pot 
No use crying over: 
Better late than 
It never rains, but — 
When the cat is away, the 
Allis well 





ease 




















(2) 


—2) 
@ 


—— ) 


— (3) 


Aruna Rajan, aged 9, 
Bangalore - 560 032. 





[_s-snake! 





In the snake below, the names of different reptiles are hidden. 


Read the letters from top to bottom (or vice-versa!) — 


them! 







ind find 





LS 





SQUARE SUM! 











‘The big square is divided into 
nine small ones. I havefilled two 
squares with 9 and 11. 


Can you fill in the rest of the 
squares with the remaining 
numbers from 6—14 without 
repeating them? The sum of the 
numbers should be 30, when 
added up horizontally, vertical- 
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11 














ly and diagonally. 


J. Prasad Babu, aged 13, 
Coimbatore - 641 031. 





Rie p PUZZLI 


DIFFERENT STROKES! 


The two pictures given below look identical, don't 
they? Look carefully. You will find that the artist has made 
some different strokes in the second picture, and left out 
some! 




















FUN WITH MATCH 
STICKS 
There are twelve match- | 


sticks arranged to form five 
squares. Remove twoofthemto - 9" 
make just two squares. | 


R. Venkataramanan, 
Coimbatore - 641 006. 


Answers on page 54 


| 
| 
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THE CUNNING HARE 


nee upon a time, a hare 
O:: wandering in a 
forest in search of food. 


Onitsway, it came across a goat, 
tied to a tree. It was bleating 
pathetically. 

Tt was a trap! A hunter with 
a gun in his hand, was hiding 
among the branches of a tree, 
waiting to shoot the tiger which 
would come to make the goat its 
prey. 





The hare passed the poor 
goat and wandered further into 


grandfather had cunningly 
tured a wicked lion to a well. 
The clever hare had fooled the 
lion into thinking that its own 
reflection was another lion. The 
lion had jumped into the well in 
fury and that had been the end 
of him, 


“Oh: lord of the forest!” 
cried the hare. 


“No, no! I am not the lord of 
the forest!” protested the tiger. 
“The lion is the jungle lord!” 














the forest, Suddenly, a huge 
form loomed before it. It was a 
tiger! 

Trying to keep calm, it 
remembered how its great- 
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“No,my lord!” exclaimed the 
hare, “I consider you the lord of 
this forest.” 

‘The tiger puffed up with 
pride. 


“O lord,” continued the sound echoed through the forest 
wily hare, “I came to pay my and a bullet from the hunter's 
humble respects to you. I wish gun pierced it through the head, 
togiveyouapresent. I hopeyou killing it immediately. 











— Ae han oY pee : 
don't mean to kill me. ‘The hare then chewed at the 
am hungry,” replied the rope that bound the goat and 
tiger. “What is the present?” _ freed it. 

“{ have tricked a juicy goat Both bounded away to 
and tied it up," replied thehare. freedom into the forest. 
[tis all for you. I hope you don't 
mean to kill a good friend like KOLAR KRISHNA IYER. 
me?” 

“Of course,not!” replied the 








Policeman: Why are you trying to 


tiger pleased. “Lead me to the (erose the road here? Cant you see the 
goat.” [zebra crossing only forty yards away, 
‘Jeet : Well. | hope it's having| 
more luck than I am having! 


Thehareled the tiger tothe 
tree where the hunter had tied 
the goat. 

‘The tiger closed its eyes in 
joy when it saw the healthy 
‘gout. It licked its lips. 

“You are my true friend!” it 
exclaimed, joyfully. 

Before the tiger could com- Veda Varadhaganesh, 
plete these words, a sharp Seruvamani - 610 205. 
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‘Teacher : Ifa cow gives two litres 


of milka day, how much will it give xm 
inone week? 
Ravi: How many days week does 





the cow work, sir? 
Priya R. Iyer, aged 9, 
Ahmedabad - 380 006. ee 





beh 











‘Teacher : Give me three reaso! 
why you think that the earth 














round? 
Padma : Pa says 80, Ma says 20, 
and you say 

Nivedita Sridhar, aged 13, 


Madras - 600 034, 





Knock, knock! 
Whose there? 
Alok... 
Alok who? 
Allok sabha member. 
8. Ganesh, aged 13, 
Madras - 47. 

















Doctor (to old Indy) : Did yousee 
your teeth chattering when you 
caught this chill? 

Old indy: Treally can't say, doctor, 
they were in the bathroom. 





Nivedita Sridhar, Aged 13, 
‘Madras - 600 034. 
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‘There are fishes in the world, 
‘That swim in wate 
There are whales in the world, 
‘That eat the fish. 

There are men in the world, 
Who kill the whales. 

‘There is God in the world, 

‘To punish the men 

But there is no one in the world, 
‘To punish God, because, 

He's the Greatest One of all! 





R. Bhargavi, aged 10, 
Madras 
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MM PENPALS’ 


‘Name : Tanmay Chatterjee 
‘Age 10 years 

‘Address :G 2/21, Musco Colony, 
P.O. Jagdish Nagar, 
Khopoli, Raigad District, 
Maharashtra. 

Hobbies : Drawing, reading story 








books, collecting stickers, labels, etc. 


Name : L, Suresh, 

‘Age : 13 Years, 

‘Address :770/9, K. K. Nagar (West), 
Madras - 600 078. 

Hobbies :Cotlecting stamps, football, 
reading mystery books. 





Name :V. Kalyani, 

‘Age 116 years, 

‘Address 23, Bapuji Layout, 

‘Vijaya Nagar, 

Bangalore - 580 040. 

Hobbies : Collecting story books, 
playing cards, gardening, visiting 
ancient places, handicrafts, drawing, 
painting, dancing, participating 
programmes like drama, dance, ete. 


Name : K. Balasubramanian, 

‘Age :13 years, 

‘Address : C- i9, Brahmaputra Road, 
Block 3, Neyveli - 607 801, 

Tamil Nadu. 

Hobbies : Playing earoms, chess, 
cycling, reading books like ‘Gokulam’ 
and musi 























Name :S. Subramanian, 

‘Age: 10 years 

‘Address : 9 B, Pumping Station St, 
Royapuram, 

Madras - 600 013. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps, coins 
‘and stickers, and reading. 


Name : V. Priya, 
‘Age : 13 years 
‘Address : 10, Swaminathan St, 
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West Mambalam, 

Madras - 600 033. 

Hobbies : Reading books, playing 
‘computer games, drawing, painting, 
dancing and music. 





Name :V. Srimathi, 
‘Age :12 years, 

‘Address : 15, Venkatosa Nagar, 
‘Thiruppapuliyar, 

Cudalore - 2. 

Hobbies : Reading books, m 
painting and drawing, 
quizzing. 








mes and 





Name :V. Jayaraman, 
Age: 10 years, 
‘Address : 15, Venkatesa 2 





‘Age :12 years, 

‘Address : P/10, Gnannam Colony, 
Raralingn Nagar, 

Coorriyur, 

Trichy - 3. 
Hobbies : Collecting stamps, feathers 
land stickers, and reading books. 


Name :Smita Kumaran, 





‘Sambhram Apts, 


2920, Gokulam Road, 
V.V. Mohalla, 


Mysore - 570 002. 





singing, 
reading books, painting, badminton, 


eraft-work, and cycling. 


Name : Yusuf Raza Kashmiri, 
Address : Summit. 8,8. P. Road, 





Worli, 

Prabhade 

Bombay - 400 026. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps, coins, 


stickers, posters and cards, 
badminton, eri 









Name :Santosh P. Iyer, 
‘Age: 11 years, 

‘Address :3/18 Azad Appartments, 
Nr. Azad Society (P.O) 


+380 018, 
Hobbies : Collecting stamps and 
posters, drawing, craft-making and 
reading books. 








Name : L. Rajini V. Rayee, 
Age :11 years, 
115, Shunmugapuram, 





‘Tuticorin -2. 
Hobbies : Riding the ‘eyele, playing 
the organ, gardening and rearing 
fishes in an aquarium. 


Name: Preethi, 
‘Age :8 years, 

‘Address : M6/8, 28th Cross Street, 
Indira Nagar, 

Madras - 600 020. 

Hobbies : Skipping, playing games, 
playing carrom-board and reading 
tory books. 


Name : Lavanya. K., 
‘Age +11 yoars, 
Address 1 No.1, 
‘Thirumurthy Nagar, 
‘Madras - 600 034, 
Hobbies : Drawing, painting, cycling, 
‘reading story books and 'Gokulam’. 









Name :S. Sivaramakrishnan, 
‘Age:13 years, 


Address: 1-E, LLG. Flats, 
Ponnambalam Salai, 

KK. Nagar, 

Madras - 600 078, 





Address : No.2, Karumari Amman 
Koil Street, 

Kamaraj Nagar (P.0.), 

Madras - 600 071 

Hobbies: Reading books, playing ea 
rom, drawing, and collecting stamps 
‘and coins. 





Name : E. Ananth Kumar, 

‘Age 14 years, 

Address : 11, State Bank Colony, 
Rajakilapakkam, 

‘Tambaram, Madras - 600 073, 
Hobbies : Playing chess, reading 
books, playing cricket, ete 





Name : Tanmoy Chatterjee, 

Age: ll years, 

‘Address : 2/21, Musco Colony, 

P.O. Jagdish Nagar, Khopoli, 

District : Raigad, 

State : Maharashtra 

Hobbies : Collecting various kinds of 
information, collecting stickers and 
stamps, drawing and reading. 


Nai 






.R. Priya, 
‘Age : 12 years, 

‘Address :6/9, LiL.C. Staff Quarters, 
KK. Nagar, 

‘Madras - 600 078. 

Hobbies : Painting, 
‘Gokulam', adventure stori 











Bangalore - 560 
Mlustration : NATANAM 


V Tam hungry! 


(Hello, fox! 
What brings 
you here? 


you 
fou siny 
met Please’ 


Oooh! There's 
not an animal 
in sight! 


You know, [ have heard so much 


Ofcourse, 
friend? 








FOOD FOR FRIEND FOX 


‘Adapted from a story by Anusha Jayaraman, aged 12, 


about you. If it were not for 
‘you, how would people know 
itis 





Friend fox! I 
the forest with yor 

farher te ofter'ae and itt 
surely kill you. 





ANSWERS [ESSERE 


Page 34 


COMPLETE THE ‘SAYINGS’. 
1.A watched pot never boils. 
2.No use erying over spilt milk. 
3.Better late than never. 

4,It never rains, but it pours. 
5.When the cat is away, the mice will play. 
6.All is well, that ends well. 





S- SNAKE! 





Read the letters carefully from bottom to top. Some of the letters 
overlap. 
Cobra, Rattlesnake, Viper, Newt, Python, Mamba. 
Page 35 SQUARE SUM! 
FUN WITH MATCH- 
STICKS 
9 |14| 7 





7 8 |10)12 
LL) 13} 6 [11 


DIFFERENT STROKES! 

Boy's hairstyle, 

Window missing on building on left 

‘The top of the building on the right is missing 
‘A window is added on the same building 
‘Turban of the mahout 

‘The bell on the right of the elephant is missing 
Black spot on dog 

Front leg of the elephant is missing 

9. The tail of the elephant 

10. An additional cloud 
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SAeaaene 


poor young man with no 

home wenttoamonk toask 
Tor help. The old monk gave him 
twohectares of stony land inthe 
corner of the vast estate of the 
monastery. 

Glad of this gift, the en- 
thusiastic young man dug up 
the ground, removed thestones, 
ploughed the land, sowed seeds, 
and within a few months, a lush 
crop stood on what had once 
been stones and weeds, 

One day, the old monk 
passed the field of lush crop. 
‘The young man came running 
towards him, and joining his 
palms together, gave a deep bow 
of gratitude. 

‘The monk was pleased at the 
beautiful, healthy erop stand- 
ing on the land. 


“See!” he told the young 
man. “What you and God have 
accomplished togeth¢ 


the young man bowed once 

more, hesitated and said, 
“Sir, 11am a poor, ignorant man! 
What dol know of God?" 

He hesitated agai 

“Yet, since you say s 
continued. “God must be in this 
field.” 

He hesitated once again. 

‘The monk, smiled. 

“What is it, son?” he asked. 
“Tell me.” 

“Sir,” stammered the young 
man, “You should have seen the 
field when God alone was here!” 

The pleased monk laughed 
heartily at this. 

“Very good, my son!” he said. 
“God is present in this field, but 
without your hardwork, where 
is the crop?” 

S. Aravindan, aged 10, 
N.A.A.Dt. - 632 503. 





1 tumbler dry peas 

2 tbsp, coconut, 
grated without lumps 

Ve tsp. mustard seeds 

4. tsp. cooking oil 
A pinch of turmeric 
Curry leaves, 2 green 
chillies and 2 red chillies 
for seasoning 


How As make it » 


Clean the dry peus thoroughly, and 
soak them in a vessel of water overnight, 
‘The next day, ask your mother to pressure- 
cook the peas with turmeric and salt to 
taste. 

Heat oil in a thick bottomed pan. Allow, 
the mustard to sputter:in it for a minute 
and add the red chillies (broken), and the 
curry leaves. Add the green chillies (finely 
chopped) too, Remove the pan from the fire 
before the mustard gets burnt. Now mix 
this with the cooked peas and garnish with 
grated coconut. 

‘Another tasty ingredient to add to this 
recipe is raw mango! The mango, finely 
chopped into tiny fingers will make 
chundal even tastier! 
























You Need : 
1 cup roasted Bengal gram 
% cup suger 

V2 cup ghee or vanaspathy 
A handful of finely 
chopped cashewnuts 
Raisins 


How to Make it: 

Grind the roasted Bengal gram and sugar to a fine powder. Add 
cashewnuts and raisins to this and mix well. All four ingredients 
should be evenly mixed. 

Heat the ghee on a pan or a vessel which you can easily use to 
pour. 
Keep aside the mixed gram, andsugar powder in a little bowl 
Pour the hot, molten ghee or vanaspathy into this and stir well. 
Now before it cools, grab handfuls of this mixture and roll them 
into tight little balls. 

‘When the bowl is empty, take a little more of powdered gram, 
sugar, etc. and add the hot ghee as above. 

In this way, keep making the laddoos till the ingredients are 
over. 
CAUTION : Let your parent help you 
lwith these recipes. 

Make sure you do not burn your fingers 
lwhile rolling the laddoos. Hot ghee may 

sause burns if touched immediately. 











ww people were coming to 
ve in the house next door. 
Ail the kids in the neighbour 
hood were excited. We wondered 
what kind of people our new 
neighbours wouldbe. 

“There is a girl,” said 
Munna. “Mummy told me that 
her name was Sundari, Ugh! 

What a name.” 

Rashmi giggled. 

“Sundari?” she 
“Wonder how she looks.” 

We all ignored that. Rashmi 
could be catty when she wanted 
to. 

“Wonder how old she is...." 
said. 

“Hope she is a good sport at 
tenst,” mattered Arjun gloom 
ly. 

Now Arjun was a budding 
cricket superstar. Only, nobody 
else in the street shared his en- 
thusiasm. Munna hated to play 
games. 

“What a waste of time,” he 
would say, and sit under a tree 
and dream. 

Deepa played tennis, and 
detested cricket. 
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said. 


RIE 
FOR! 


Rashmi and I played table- 
tennis, and Nitin preferred the 
computer. 

“Poor Arjun,” laughed Rash- 
mi. “Hope she knows what 
cricket is, at leas 





“Sin girl!” Arjun glared 
at her and walked away. He did 
not like Rashmi very much. 
Neither did any of us for that 
matter. But we could not cold- 
shoulder her all the time, could 
wo? 

Now comes the funny part. 
For the only kid who liked the 
new girl, Sundari, was Rashmit 

“Yakkity, yak! Yakkity, 
yak!” shuddered Arjun. “Th 
new girl's got a long, long 
tongue.” 

T too did not like Sundari 
very much. 

She was a very pretty, very 
vain girl, twelve years old, look 
ing very dainty and small. 





“She makes fun of 
everybody,” murmured Munna, 
looking hurt. 


We all looked at him. 
“What did she say to you?” 


asked Deepa, 

Munna’s ears went red, and 
he walked away without saying 
anything. 


“There they come,” mut- 
tored Nitin, and we all turned to 
see Rashmi and Sundari walk- 
ing towards us, hand in hand, 
giggling. 


“Hi, sucha!” waved Sun- 
dari to me. “Just got up?” 

I did not know what to say. I 
had been bowling to Arjun, and 
L knew I looked pretty grubby. 
My curly hair was standing on 
its ends, and my shirt was all 
dirtied and crumpled. 

“Hi Sundari!” said Deepa 
cheerfully. “Just coming from 
the laundry?” 

Sundari’s face went red. Her 
frock was ironed stiff, her hair 
combed to an even stiffer neat- 
ness, and she wore some very 
pretty shoes on her feet. From 
the beginning she had refused 
to play with us because she was 
afraid her hands might get 
dirty, or her hair might get 
messed up. 

Ignore these urchins, Sun- 
dari!” sniffed Rashmi. “They 
like being dirty!" 

Both ignored us, and walked 
past, their noses high up in the 
air. 

“Snobs!” muttered Arjun. 

“Don't put your feet on the 
ground!” shouted Nitin after 
them. “They might get dirty!” 











After they had disap- 
peared, all of us looked gloomily 
at each other. 

“They are making life mis- 


erable for us,” I muttered, 
looking at the ground. 

“Hey, Sudha, don’t look so 
miserable,” cried Deepa. 
“Yesterday, Sundari called mea 
dirty pig for bathing Pappu!” 
Pappu was Deepa’s dog, and she 
often got messy giving him a 
bath, 

I just turned away remem. 
bering the things Sundari had 
said yesterday. 


Te was Munna, who began 


‘the revenge’. 

Well, it wasn’t revenge 
strictly, for we all thought that 
those two deserved what was 
coming to them. 


One evening, after school, 
Munna was walking Pappu 
down the street. It had rained 
that morning, and huge pools of 
water had formed all the way 
down the street. Sundari and 
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Rashmi had as usual changed 
into colourfully neat costumes, 
and were walking down gig- 
gling and talking. 
Suddenly, Munna began to 
run, with Pappu at his heels. 
“Catch me, Pappu!” he cried. 
“Catch me!” 
Pappuranafter him barking 
joyfully. 
“BEEks!” shouted Rashmi. 
“Stop that!” 
“BEEEEE...." shrieked Sun- 
dari. 


But Pappu and Munna 
were having a grand time, 
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splashing through the muddy 
puddles, chasing round and 
round, with Sundari and Rash- 
mi caught in the middle. 

Deepa and I,who were play- 
ing a rough volley-ball stopped, 
stunned at Munna’s antics. 

Arjun and Nitin who were 
playing a two-man-ericket, too 
stopped to watch. Munna, 
jumping around with Pappu, 
splashed around Sundari and 
Rashmi, and took no notice at 
all of their yells and shrieks. In 
the end both boy and dog, 
frolicked away down the street 
and disappeared down the 
bend. 





The four of us watching, 
laughed till our sides were 
bursting. Suddenly, I stopped, 
for I saw that Sundari was sob- 
bing, and Rashini looked on the 
verge of tears too, 


“Hoyt Isai 
go to them.” 

“Munna didn’t mean any 
harm,” Deepa said as we 
reached them.” 

“Go away,” cried Rashmi. 

“Come on,” said Arjun. 
“Don't be such spoil-sports!” 

“You know Munna, Rash- 
mi,” said Nitin laughing. “And 





“We'd better 





you two looked pretty funny 
too.” 


At that, Sundari flew into 
such a rage, that all of us were 
shocked. Even Rashmi 

“Devils!” shouted Sundari. 
“Creeps... Shaitans!” She 
then bent, scooped a handful of 
mud, and threw it at us. It hit 
Nitin, splattering the rest of us 








“Run,” shouted Arjun. And 
four of us turned and ran, 
leaving the two muddy figures 
behind us. The last thing I 
remember seeing was Rashmi’s 
face, Her mouth was open, and 
she was staring at Sundari 
stunned. 


‘We found Munna bathing 
Pappu in Deepa’s backyard. He 
was humming to himself, and 
had a happy look on his face. 

We crowded around him ex- 
claiming, and telling him what 
happened after he and Pappu 
had done their splashing. 

“She called me a mota 
langda*,” said Munna. “I paid 
her back for that.” 

Munna's one leg is shorter 
than the other, and he walks 
with a terribly slanting limp. 

“I hated it, when she said 
that and laughed," said Munna. 
“You people too had teased me 
about my leg, but we were small 
then, and that's different 
anyway. You were not so mean 
as Sundari.” 








_|-, 





That really decided us. We 
were not to going to even try to 
be friendly, with Sundari 
anymore. 

Al of us went to the same 
school. We went together by 
bus. Rashmi, too used to join us. 
But lately, she had taken to 
going separately with Sundari. 
Thus, Rashmi round herself 
cold-shouldered by us. 





One morning, asthe four of 
us walked to the bus-stop, 
Rashmi, who was standing 
her gate, ran out, and si 
“Wait! I'l come with you.” 

“Sure,” said Arjun. “Where's 














your friend?” 
“Wel ‘We've fought,” 
muttered Rashmi 





We laughed. 

“You've even stopped com- 
ing for table-tennis,” I said. 

“Sorry, Sudha,” muttered 
Rashmi shame-faced. “Actual- 
ly, I fought with Rashmi be- 
cause, she sgid you looked like 
an alu*.” she blurted out. 

My face went hot and red. I 
am a little plump, and I get 
teased for it. But nobody had 
called me an alu! 

I clenched my teeth. 

“Th.” 

“Then she said that Nitin 
was a stuffy idiot, and he thinks 
himself very clever just because 
he has a computer at home." 

Nitin snorted 


iangde = lame 











“Why are you telling us 
all this?” asked Arjun. 

“Well...” Rashmi hesitated, 
“I told her you are my friends 
too, and you know what she 
called me? A chamchi? A 
hanger-on! That decided it.” 

At school, Sundari made a 
lot of catty comments when we 
passed. It made our blood boil. 
So, whenever we played volley- 
ball, the ball would mysterious- 
ly bounce and hit Sundari if she 
was near; or if we played kho- 
iho, one of us would accidental- 
ly bump into Sundari and push 
her down, 












This war continued for a 
long time. I must admit the five 
of us (Rashmi hesitated to play 
such jokes on her one-time- 
friend) were sometimes pretty 
mean to Sundari too. 





Tr was Navratri time, All 
our parents usually invited 
each other for the different 
Pujas, We had kept kolu (the 
display of dolls) in our house, 
and mummy had invited 
everybody. Now, when I say 
everybody, I mean everybody — 
Sundari’s family too. 

So Friday evening, along 
with the other visitors, horror of 
Teame face to face with 





mother, who had brought Sun- 
dari along. 





My mother came bustling 
along and welcomed Sundari 
and her mother in. 


Moments later, Rashmi 
and Deepa too came, dressed in 
colourful ghagras. 

“Mummy said she'll comea 
little later,” said Deepa, and her 
jaw fell, when she saw Sundari. 





“Ah, there are your friends, 
exclaimed Sundari's mother. 
“Go join them Sundari.’ 

Sundari tried to protest, a 
look of horror on her face. But 
Sundari’s mother was coming 
toward8 us, smiling. 

“None of you, except Rash- 
mi, have come home,” she 
smiled looking at the three of 
us. “Come for tea tomorrow, and 
bring Munna, Arjun and Nitin 
too.” 

‘The three of us nodded 
dumbly. You should have seen 
Sundari's face. It was a deathly 
white. 
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“I don't know where Sundari 
has got to. I'l call her. 

She looked at us. 

“Where’s Munna?” she 
asked. “He hasn't come?” 

We shifted nervously. 

“Er... he has a lot of 
homework, aunty,” said Rash- 
mi. 

So the five of us, sat stiffly 
around the sitting room waiting 
for Sundari. 





«y, ; 
Re ou are behaving very 
"Have they never cometo badly, Sundari,” we heard her 
visit you?" asked Arjun's mother'sv 









mother. “Strange.” ly. “What's got into you 
She looked at us, with alittle We heard sobs and sniffs, 
frown. and looked at each other in hor- 
“Maybe you have notinvited ror. 
them properly, Sundari?” said “Ye gods! Let’s go,” said 
her mother, turningtoher. Deepa. 


Sundari simply swallowed. 
Her mother turned to us. 

“['ll keep tea and tiffin ready 
for all of you. Come at four-thir- 
ty. Okay?” Then she walked 
away, chatting to Arjun’s 
mother. 


“What? Go away?” asked 





‘The next evening, at exact- 
ly 4.30, we rang the door-bell at 
Sundari’s house. 

“Sundari, answer the door.” 
Weheardher mother shout. “It 
must be your friends.” 

Moments passed. 

‘The door opened. It was her 
mother. 

“Come in, come in,” she said. 
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Arjun astonished. 
“No silly,” said Deepa. “To 
Sundari’s room.” 


We sheephishly trooped 
into her room. 

“What's Sundari saying?” 
asked her mother, puzzled and 
angry." She says...” 

“You don’t worry aunty,” 
said Rashmi hurriedly, “We'll 
talk to her.” 

Sundari’s mother walked 
out, leaving us to break the ice, 


“Nobody likes me,” sobbed 
Sundari. “I have no friends in 
school too. 

“Why don’t you try to be 
friendly?" demanded Arjun, 

But Sundari only sobbed 
even more loudly. 

“We'll be your friends if you 
wish,” said Deepa, 

“You can make funny com-| 
ments," I muttered. “Not mean 
ones, Join our gang if you want] 
to.” 

“But first,” said Nitin, “You 
have to apologise to Munna.” 

Sundari wiped her eyes and 
rubbed her nose. 

“Okay,” she said. “Where's 
Munna?” 

“At his house,” said Rashmi. 

“Let's go,” sniffed Sundari. 
“Then we'll all have tiffin 
together.” 








SANDY, 


THE HUMBLE POTATO 


an you believe that the 

humble potato produced in 
our country is worth about Rs. 
1,730 crores? This amount is 
2.4% of the total value of the 
agricultural produce of India, 
Rice contributes 21.5% and 
wheat contributes 11% of the 
total value of the agricultural 
produce of our country. But they 
occupy 23.3% and 13% of the 
total cropped area, whereas 
potato cultivation occupies only 
0.6% of the total cropped area in 
our country! 


In India, potato is cul- 
tivated in an area of 938 
thousand hectares and each 
hectare produces about 160 
quintals of potato, Thus, we 
rank fourth in the world in 
the area of potato cultivation, 
and fifth in potato produc- 
tion. The humble potato even _ 
has a Research Institute in 
Shimla named after it! 


S. BALAKRISHNAN 
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STORY 





n a village, there lived a 
physiciannamedRaju 

Once, at midnight, there 
came a loud knock on his door. 
Wondering who it was, Raju 
slowly opened the door and 
peered out. An 
facinghim! Itpl: 







Raju immediately prepared 
medicine from all sorts of herbs, 
and bandaged the foot. 

“Come again in a week's 
time,” he told the elephant. 

It nodded its head and went 
away. 

A week later, one night, it 
e to see Raju’ 

“Your leg is completely 








cured,” said Raju. “You need not 
come again.” 

‘The elephant nodded its 
head and went away. 


Tho next day, when he 
opened his door, Raju found a 
bag of grain lying on his 
doorstep. 

He looked all round, but 
nobody was to be seen. 

Puzzled, he dragged the bag 
inside his house, 

‘This happened everyday. 
Soon, his entire house was piled 
high with bags of grain. 

One morning, a group of 
farmers came to see Raju. 

“Your house it filled with 
bags of grain.” they said. “And 
how is it that bags of grain from 
our godowns are missing? You 
are a thief, Raju!” 

“No, no, I am not 
Raju, 

“Then where did the grain 
come from?” they asked. 

“I don't know, my: 
mured Raju. “But I think it's 
time to catch the culprit!” 





replied 








So that night, Raju lay 
awake and alert inside his 
hou 

The farmers hid among 
some near by bushes. 

At midnight, they saw an 
elephant lumber along and 
place a bag of grain at Raju's 
doorstep. At that moment, Raju 





came out of his house and told 
the elephant, “Thank you. This 
isenough for me. You have more 
than paid my fees.” 

The elephant nodded its 
head and went away. 


The farmers came ort of 
hiding. 

“Strange!” they exclaimed, 
‘Then Raju told them of 
treatment of the elephant’s 

wound. 

“He was just paying me my 
foes," he said. 

‘The farmers were sorry that 
they had called him a thief. 

“Keep the bags of grain,” 
they told Raju, and no more did 
they find their bags of grain 
missing. 





J. Jenifer, aged.11, 
Pondicherry - 605 011. 





KANGAROO 





THE AUSTRALIAN 


ustralia boasts of one 

of the unique crea- 

tures of nature — the 

Kangaroo. Nowhere 

‘else in the world is 
this peculiar mammal found. 
For they have a strange built- 
in-pocket or pouch tocarry their 
young ones in. This pouch is 
called the marsupium — and 
such mammals are called mar- 
supial mammals. 

‘There are about 50 living 
species of kangaroo distributed 
throughout Australia — south 
of Tasmania and north of New 
Guinea, and someneighbouring 
islands. 
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HOPPER 


ome are no bigger than rab- 
bits, somecan climb trees.... 
jey are known by many names 
Wallabies, Wallaroos, 
Potoroos, Boongaries and 
Pademelons. But the one that is 
Australia’s National Symbol is 
the great grey kangaroo of 
theplains, affectionately called 
the' oldman’, 'Manofthe Woods’ 
or Boomer and Forester. His 
mate (female) is known as the 
flyer and their babies are 
referredtoasJoey. 





T 





fully grown kangaroo 
ands taller than a man 





ANIMAL WORLD 


and weighs 200 poun: t 
is a like a third leg to him. His 
huge hind legs with enormous 
spring power can send him sail- 
ing over a nine-feet fence with 
ease. A twitch of his tail can 
break a man’s leg like a match- 
stick. 

‘A new-born joey is less than 
an inch in length — about the 
size of a bee, His body is semi- 
transparent. ‘The only parts of 
his little body that are fully 
grown are his hands. 

‘As soon as he comes out of 
his mother's womb, he grips his 
mother’s fur, and climbs his 
way into the pouch. 











om 
by gripping its mother's fur and crawling 
slong. 2 








he joey is not strongenough 

to feed himself by sucking 
milk from his mother's milk 
gland. So nature has provided 
mother kangaroo, with special 
muscles around her gland, 
which will pump milk into little 
Joey's mouth. Joey simply hangs 


kangaroo tds its way tothe pouch | 


on to his mother’s fur, with a 
tightgrip. 

By the time joey is four 
months old, he grows a fur coat. 
of hisown, and he begins to peep 
out of his mother’s pouch. When 
his momma stops to graze, joey 
hops down todo some grass-nib- 
bling of his own. At the slightest 
sign of danger, he jumps into 
the pouch. If momma kangaroo 
is captured by man, she throws. 
her joey into a bush for safety. 


he joey grows big and soon 

becomes a member of his 
family. Kangaroos live in bands 
of 20 to 50 members, They are 
complete vegetarians and do 
mostof their foedingearly inthe 
morning. At dusk, they play or 


























modified three toes to such a 
trivial sizethattheydonotgéally 
count. The single big toe has 
developed to become long and 
strong, and has a razor-sharp- 
tip. 

When the kangeroo is 
cornered or trapped, hecan turn 
into a murderously dangerous 
animal. Bracing his body with 
his tail, he kicks out with one of 
his hind legs. One of these 
powerful kicks can easily kill a 
strong man or dog. When-in a 
hurry, ajump crossing 25 feet is 
nothing to him, and he can leap 
along for miles this way. He is 
known to travel at a speed of 25 
miles per hour! 


the kangaroo has been an 
important part of Australia 


for a longtime. They were achief 
food for people in many villages. 
Australia exports kangaroo 
Their favourite sport is meat, and kangaroo skin is also 
boxing! The adult Boomer’s usedasleather 
hand is like a man’s hand. He —_But the gentle kangaroo is 
boxes with his hands folded, one of Mother Nature's most 
and rarely looses his temper. lovable children. He loves to sit 
The kangaroo is a perfect for hours in the tall sun- 
sportsman —a sport is a sport bleached grass, dozing and nib- 
for him! bling by turns, keeping a sharp 


he kangaroo'shind foothas Ok out for any signs of danger. 


four toes. But naturehas © GEETHA VISWANATHAN 
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THE LAST 


CHAPTER 





vundreds of years ago 
in a village, there 
lived an expert in 
lathi_and sword- 
play. When he bran- 
dished a sword or swung astick, 
he did so with such force that 
they seemed to sing to him. 
Whenever he took part in acom- 
petition, he came out the win- 
ner. His’rivals trembled at his 
very name and never did dare to 
challenge him. 


“et, he never boasted of his 
Yasir but was humble and 
kind-hearted. 

‘One day, a boy met him and 
said, “Master! I beg of you to 
teach me your art. I shall be 
your obedient pupil.” 

“If you are clever enough, 
you can learn what I know,” 
replied the expert. 

“But you have to stay with 
me till you learn the lessons 
fully." 


the young man became his 
student and provedhimself 
tobehumbleandloyal. Hewasso 


keen to learn, that he absorbed 
all his master’s knowledge 
within afew years. 

‘The master praised him and 
said, “My dear boy, you have 
been a good student. I have be- 
come old and I am happy that I 





have trained you to keep my art 
alive, Go out into the world and 
show your skill. I bless you.” 

‘The young man bowed to his 
master and left, But alas! The 
fame that he soon earned made 
him arrogant. He boasted of his 
skill and called himself ‘The 
Great’, He began to harass 
people and make them pay 
money to him. “T'l! do whatever 
Iwant todo...” he boasted, “Who 
is there to stop mo?” 

An oldman who heard him 
say so, retorted, “Don’t forget 
your master. If he comes to 
know-of your deeds, he might 
challenge you himself!” 

The young man broke into 
loud laughter. 

“My master? Ha-hah! He 
has grown so old that he can’t 
even lift a stick! How can he 
challenge me?” 


‘ews of the young man’s be- 

haviour soon reached his 
master, Hefeltsad and annoyed. 
He decided to teach the young 
manalesson. 

‘When the young man heard 
that his master had accepted 
hischolenge, he was frightened 
for a moment. Then he remem- 
bered how weak his master had 
grown, and his boldness 
returned, 

The time and place for the 
72.GOKULAM, October 91 


fight were fixed. A large crowd 
gathered to witness the combat. 

‘The young man came carry- 
ing different weapons. Covering 
himself with a sheet from neck 
to knee, the master came 
empty-handed! 

‘The young man wa: 
surprised to see his master thus 
dressed — that too without a 
‘weapon! 

“Maybe he wants to 
withdraw from the fight,” he 
thought, 


© master removed the 

I sheet that covered him and 
threw it away. Under his left 
arm-pit was a hidden weapon. 
‘Themasterremovedthe weapon 
andheld itbeforehim. 

Tt was nothing but a ladle, a 
kitchen utensil! 

‘The young man was taken 
aback. 

“My dear boy,” began the 
master. “It's true that I am too 
old tolifteven astick. But ifyou 
think you can defeat me, you are 
mistaken. Look at this weapon. 
‘Take any weapon of your choice 
and match your strength with 
this small one I am holding. 
Come on....” he roared. 


he disciple _ stood 
dumbfounded before the 
mysteriousweapon. 


“But... Master....” he stam- 
mered. “You never taught me 
the use of this one!” 

“Do you think I am foolish 
enough to teach you all my 
secrets?" replied the master. “I 
have not taught you the last 
chapter in the art of using 
weapons!” 

‘The audience jeered at the 
nervous young man, only to 
make him more nervous. 

‘To the amusement of all, he 
fell at his master’s feet. 

“Forgive this sinner, sir. 
Like an empty vessel, I made 
the most noise. I challenge you 
no more. Pardon me and please 
teach me the last chapter. 

He started living with his 
master once again and loyally 
served him. 











oon the master fell sick. He 
}was on hisdeath-bed. 
‘Master! said the student 
softly, one day. “Please teach 
me the last chapter.” 

The master smiled. 

“This is no weapon” he said. 
“It is only a ladle. But its unex- 
pected presence frightened you, 
The ladle is used to serve food 
Food is a vital thing in day-to- 
day life. But how humble the 
great ladle remains! It never 
boasts ofits service. That is why 
it could frighten you. Humility 
isthe last chapter that you have 
to learn. Arrogance will only 
lead to your fall.” 

These were the master’s last 
words. 





RAJA 
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-DAL VADAS+ 


called Nanjay. He lived with 
is wife, Parvati, who was 
very clever. They were so poor 
that they hardly had any food to 
eat. 

Nanjay dreamt of eating 
new dishes every day. But 
they were so poor they could not 
afford them. Nanjay’s favourite 
dish was hot dal vada. One day 
he wanted to have dal vadas, 
but he had no money to 
purchase the ingredients, — 
channa dal, oil and masala — 
for preparing them. However, 
they had a small vacant ground 
at the back of their hut, where 
they grew coriander, chillies, 





iE a village lived a poor man 
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ete. 

“Parvati!” said Nanjay. 
“Today I want to have hot dal 
vadas, Prepare them, by the 
time I have my bath in therriver 
and return home!” 

“How can I?" asked Parvati. 
“You bring home dal and oil and 
I'll make the vadas.” 

“T want to have hot dal 
vadas!” said Nanjay. 





Clever Parvati soon found 
away, and she told her husband 
what todo. 

“Tie your turban loosely on 
your head...” she whispered, 
“And...” 










So Nanjay went to the 
market-place to Lalaji’s shop as 
Parvati had told him to. 

“Lalaji,”"he said. “Show me 
your best groundnut oil.” 

So Lalaji took out his tin of 
best groundnut oil and put it 
before Nanjay. As he bent to 
peer inside the tin, the loose 
turban on his head fell into the 
oil. 

“Oh no!" cried Nanjay. “Now 
Tl have to go home and clean 
myself! I'l be back Lalaji!” 

Carefully clutching the 
soaked turban, Nanjay ran 
home to Parvati. 

“Here's the oil —I did as you 
told me to do," he cried. “How 
clever you are!” 

Parvati squeezed the oil 
from the turban into a clean 
vessel. 

Nanjay again tied the same 
turban loosely on his head and 
returned to Lalaji’s shop. 





“Lalaji,” he said. “Show me 
your best dal!” 

‘The unsuspecting Lalaji put 
the sack of his best dal before 
Nanjay. As Nanjay bent to peer 
closely at the-dal, his loose tur- 
ban fell off his head and fell into 
the dal. A lot of grains stuck to 
the oily turban. 

“Oh no!” cried Nanjay. "Now 
T have to return home to clean 
this too!” 

‘Athome, he handed over the 
turban to Parvati. She plucked 
coriander leaves and chillis 
from the garden, ground these 
into a paste with the dal, and 
soon the smell of dal vadas 


being fried rose into the air. 


“Parvati,” said Nanjay, ashe 
bit into a crisp dal vada, “How 
lucky I am to have a wife like 
you!” 


Anita S., aged 13, 
Bombay - 400 077. 
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N GANDHIJI 


1. When did Gandhi first go to South Africa? 

2, Gandhi organized an epic march in South Africa in 1913. 
What is its significance? 

3. What is a Satyagraha? 

4, When did Gandhi start the boycott of foreign goods? 

5, In 1930, Bapu organized a satyagraha for a special reason. 
What js it called? 

6, When was the Quit India movement started? 

7. What were Gandhi's last words, when he fell to the bullets 
of his assassin in 1948? 

8. Gandhi Smriti - the memorial, 
situated? 


in New Delhi. Where is it 





R. Vidya, Hyderabad - 500 042. 


"Answers on page 80 














MAGIC CARPETS 

‘0 you know that a Carpet 

Fair is held in India every 

year? Carpets alone bring us a 
whopping Rs. 500 crores as 
foreign exchange through ex- 
ports! 

Our beautiful and intri- 
cate hand-knotted carpets 
are indeed magic carpets, 
aren't they? 





Mohan : My eat ean count, S, BALAKRISHNAN 
Madan: Really? — 


, Moban : I asked him what two 
minus toad he aid nothing 
fukundan, 
Bangalore - 560 040. 
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indu and Kumar are 

sister and brother. 

Sindu is the elder, and 

Kumar is the younger. 

‘Their father works as 

an executive in a company and 

their mother is a doctor. Both 

children are good in studies — 

Sindu paints well and Kumar is 

good in sports. 

But they have one bad hal 

‘They pester their parents tobuy 
them whatever they want. 





One day, the whole family 
went shopping. Sindu and 
Kumar wanted a colourful new 
pencil each. 


For a 


PENCIL 


“But you have enough 


pencils,” said their father. “I'll 
buy you more when they are 
used up completely.” 

At that both Sindu and 
Kumar began to cry — right 
there in the departmental store! 

“Cry as loudly as you like,” 














said their mother. “But you The children were very 
won't getit.”Sotheycamehome happy at this holiday. They 
without the pencils. went with their father to his 

Sindu and Kumar refused to office. 
eat dinner. They ran to their “What fun we'll havel” cried 
bedroom, sobbing. Kumar. 

‘The next morning as Sindu “Fun?” asked daddy. “You'll 
and Kumar were putting on 
their uniforms, their mother there was their father 
came in. ing to the workers, 

“You are not going to answering important phone 
school,” she said. “You will go calls, dictating letters, seeing to 
with daddy to his office, andsee the repair of machines.... Poor 
how he works.” father! That day was so busy, 
that he could not even stop to 
have lunch, 

Evening. Just as they were 
leaving the office for home, a 
seeretary came running. 

“Sir! Sir!” ho cried. “The 
workers want to launch a 
strike, The director wants to 
you to talk to them.” 






































So, there was father, stand- 
ing before the workers as they 
shouted and showed all their 

ger on him. But he stood 
there smiling, talking, asking 
questions — and the strike was 
stopped! 








‘They returned home only at 
8,00 pm. Father had a quick 
bite, and beingtired went tobed. 


‘The next morning, another 
surprise awaited them. They 
were to go with mummy to the 
hospital where she worked. 


“This will be easier!” said 
Sindu to Kumar. But no! 
Mummy could not sit in her 
chair for a single moment! 
Patients were streaming in, and 
in between, she had to perform 
two operations. She too could 
not eat lunch, and they came 
home only at 8.00 p.m, 





Sinduand Kumar could not 
sleep that night. They were very 
ashamed. 

“How hard they work,” said 
Sindu, “Yet they never com- 
plain!” 

“I hated to see the workers 
id Kumar. 
le mummy for 





‘They looked around the 
room. How many toys, dolls, 
colour-pencils, paints, crayons, 
erasers, pencils... they had! 
next morning, a 
surprise awaited them. Two 
brand new pencils (the same 
wonderful pencils they had 
wanted that day) lay on the 
dining table. 

Sindu and Kumar looked at 
each other. 


























“Daddy,” said Sindu. “You 
and mummy Keop these pen 
cils.” 

“Yes,” said Kumar, “Next 
time, we will ask for only things 
that we need.” 











think ‘Gokulam’ readers 
— do you behave as my brother 
storys : 





should think about chis story of n 












P.V. Suba Sivaprasad, aged 9, 
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CREEPY CRAWLIES! 
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QUIZ ON GANDEII 
1, In 1893, 


2. Children and women too participated in this march to protest 


against the colour bar. 
Holding fast to truth; non-violent resistance. 
In 1921. 
Salt Satyagraha. 
In 1942. 
“Hey Ram”. 
8. Tees January Marg. 
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My Granny from Bangalore 
Has come to Mangalore. 
She has long white hair 
Grown with a lot of care 
She is short in height 

But not of might. 

She cannot speak English 
But understands Danish 
She gets up too early 

And sleeps late, rarely, 
And oh! How well she cooks 
While | am, at my books. 

Daily a delicious dish 

Is her love or her wish. 

She never misses a celebration 
And celebrates with jubilation 
Now. to me she bids farewell 
My heart sinks, my tears wel 
She is such a good granny 
She is such an old granny 
She is my granny. 





S. Rajagopal, aged 14. 
‘Mangalore. 
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3) COMPETITION 


kkk KKK 


xx* FESTIVAL FUN! xx 
kK KK ek 


* 





THIS IS A SPOT-THE-MISTAKES-CONTEST AS WELL AS 
A HANDWRITING CONTEST! 





WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO — 

LOOK AT THE PICTURE ON THE OPPOSITE PAGE CARE- 
FULLY. 

THE ARTIST HAS DELIBERATELY MADE SOME MIS: 
‘TAKES IN IT. 

There are 14 such mistakes in the picture. 

‘TAKE A CLEAN SHEET OF PAPER OR AN INLAND LET- 
‘TER CARD AND, ONE BY ONE, NOTE DOWN ALL THE MIS- 
‘TAKES YOU CAN SPOT. 


* A first prize of Rs. 50/- will be awarded to one who has listed 
all the 14 mistakes correctly and whose handwriting is the best. 

* Consolation prizes of Rs. 10/- will be given to five other entries 
based on their handwriting and correct entries. 


RULES— 


@ YOU CAN PARTICIPATE IN THIS CONTEST ONLY IF 
YOU ARE IN THE AGE-GROUP OF 8 - 12. 

EACH ENTRY SHOULD CARRY YOUR NAME, AGE AND 
ADDRESS CLEARLY WRITTEN. 

@ WRITE ‘FESTIVAL-FUN’ ON THE TOP OF YOUR EN- 
VELOPE OR INLAND LETTER CARD BEFORE YOU POST IT. 

WALL ENTRIES SHOULD REACH US BEFORE NOVEM- 
BER 16th, 1991. 
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—_ 
ABU’S 


burunshome after school 
A: announce that holi 
lays are here again, this 
time for twelve whole days. But 
‘oh my goodness! Why is the 
drawing room in such a mess? 
Furniture lying upturned, odds 
and ends scattered around, and 
here is a crowd of multi- 
coloured clay dolls, big and 
small, Mother is standing right 
in the middle, her long hair 
bundled tight, her saree tucked in hiseager progress 
up, a worried look on her face. Mother has’to calm him 
Hurry with your tea and down before they begin to 
run out to play,” she calls out. range the furniture for the di 
Is mother playing all by her- play of dolls which is a most 
self? Suddenly Abu knows the important part of the ten-day 
answer. After all, his school has Navaratri festival. 
closed for vacation. 






and arrange the dolls and make 
a park and do everything.” 

In a twinkling the idlis and 
the milk vanish into Abu's 
tummy as he rushes back, 
knocking over a chair, and tum- 
bling over the rolled up carpet 








ia First they push the big 

‘This is the Navratri fes- table up against the wall, placo 

tival! And you are making a a desk right next to it. “That is 

Kolu! he shouts. “I will help the second step. No, I am not 
youAmma, want tobuildsteps tired at all,” Abu gasps. 

He helps carry a small table 
from the kitchen for the third 
step. There are steel trunks for 
the fourth and a wooden plank 
for the fifth step. Abu has hurt 
his foot and jammed his fingers 
twice. Does he fuss? Maybe just 
y alittle! 

When mother goes to fetch 
the big white bedsheet, Abu dis- 
appears. She spreads it neatly, 
without a single wrinkle, over 











the kolu stand. She turns to 
start arranging the dolls on 
each level. 

But what is this? The sheot 
has slid to the ground and it is 
‘Abu jumping up from under the 
table with a loud - “Peeka-Boo!” 

Well, it has to be done all 
over again this time with Abu’s 
tugs and pulls. 

“All right. Now which doll do 
‘you want right on top? It has to 
be a big one,” says mother. 


Atbu looks carefully at the 
many dolls, each a god or a god- 
dess from the legends his 
grandmother has told him. 
Thereis Siva wearing a garland 
of skulls and a tiger skin. His 
wife is the green Parvatidraped 
in a purple saree. Next comes a 
peacock with its magnificient 
tail outspread, proudly carrying 
their warrior son, the hand- 
some Muruga. Elephant- 
headed Ganesha stands by, 
smiling at Saraswati the god- 
dess of learning, and Lakshmi 
the goddess of wealth, both 
seated on lotuses, one white and 
the other red. ‘There are many 
Krishnas to choose from — all 
bright blue—one leaningon a 
cow and playing the flute, 
another dancing on the five- 
hooded serpent Kaliya, a mag 
nificent image of Krishna 
driving the hero Arjuna, into 
battle on a chariot of four white 





horses. Abu loves the baby 
Krishna crawling happily, 
about to lick the ball of butter in 
his hand! Some groups depict 
scenes from the well-known 
myths of Rama and Sita. There 
are also policemen, soldiers, 
even a bald-headed, pot-bellied 
grocer. 


Abu points to the biggest 
figure. It is a fierce looking god- 
dess of many arms, each hold- 
ing a weapon. She is about to 
slay a man with the head of a 
buffalo. 

“Put that right on top,” Abu's 
voice quivers a little. 

Mother looks surprised. 

“Very good choice Abu! Do 
you know, this whole festival 
celebrates the victory of this 
goddess over the terrible 
demon?” 

“Tell me the story* properly,” 
Abu begs. 

“Later,” promises mother as 

they get on with their task. Abu 





7 Turn fo Festivals of india’ Durga Puja and The sry of Durga” 


Vseile 


directs all the arrangements, 
changing his mind ever so often. 

“ want the policeman next 
,to Saraswati. Because when- 
ever anyone does not study, she 
can tell the policeman to put 
him in jail.” 

“Put the parrot next to 
Muruga, It can make friends 
with the peacock.” He also 
wants the soldier to guard baby 
Krishna when his mother goes 





The kolu is almost: done 
when mother places the fat 
merchant on ground level, with 
little wooden vessels called 
choppu around him. She lets 
‘Abu fill each with grains and 
seeds like wheat, rice, lentils, 
and mustard, Chillies too find « 
place. 

‘Abu claps his hands. 








shop.” The fat wife sits next to 
the grocer, selling gaudy look- 
ing fruits. The potted plants are 
dragged to make a border on 
both sides of the kolu. 


“Tring-ring-ring!” goesthe 
doorbell. It is Akhila, Abu’s 
elder sister, back from her com- 
puter class, 

“Oh Amma! You have 
finished it all! I wanted to help 
too." Peering at the rows of dolls 
she begins to put them in dif- 
forent places. 

“{t is crazy to have the 
policeman near a god!” she 
Jaughs. 

Abu starts screaming. “I 
don't want you to touch him. GO 


= AWAY!” 


“Now that is quite enough,” 
mother scolds them. “All these 
years we did the kolu as Akhila 
liked. This year it is Abu's turn. 
But Akhila can still do the 
decoration, ‘The kolams on the 
floor, the festoons above, and 
make a park in that corner.” 

Akhila is fourteen and she 
knows that mother is fair. After 
all, Abu is barely five years old 
and has just begun to learn to 
do things with others, 


Brother and sister skip out 
into the garden to fetch a pail of 
sand to make a park. There is 
the wire fence to be put up first 


“T know’, he grins, “It’'s-a and the sand tobe strewn in the 
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square within. Of course, Abu 
manages to spread as much 
sand outside. 


And whatever does this 
cardboard box contain? Mother 
has just brought it down from 
the loft. Why, these are tiny 
animals - lion, tiger, giraffe, 
monkey,deer, bear, fox and 
rhinoceros! These are little 
white ducks and ablack swan in 
shining glass. A pelican! And 
that is a crane standing on one 
leg with a fish in it mouth! 

“Toll you what," says Akhila. 
“We'll put these animals all over 
the park and cage them in with 
matches. Just stick the matches 
up around each animal, like 
this.” 

‘Abu is nimble-fingered, he 
learns quickly, though at times 
he topples both animal and 
mateh-sticks. Everytime he 
does that, he wants to bawl, but, 


when Akhilachuckleshecannot 


help but gurgle back. 


Akkhila charts out roads, 
straight ones, curved ones, 2ig- 
zag ones. There are little plastic 
boys and girls to walk on the 
roads. There is a wooden swing, 
a slide and a see-saw for the 
children's corner. 

Mother lays an old round 
mirror flat in the middle of the 
park. When she places theblack 


ge te 





Sige 


swan on it Abu springs up in 
glee, 

“It is a pond! A pond in the 
park!” 

Look sharp Abu, what else 
can you put there? The crane on 
the shore of course, and the 
pelican. Oops! It goes upside 
down in the water! 

“It is catching fish”, Abu ex- 
plains. 


The park looks bare 
without trees and grass. But 
mother has a surprise. She 
brings a tray triumphantly to 
the children, It has fresh leafy 
sprouts, looking like plants, 
very small, but big enough for 
the park. 

“[ grew them for you,” she 
says. “I put ragi and coriander 
in the mud and sprinkled water 
for three days and here you 
are!" 






Ste 


Akhila and Abu use a flat 
spoon to pick up and spread the 
sprouts all over their park. Soon 
it begins to look like a forest. 

“L wish I could shrink and 
explore the park,” sighs Abu. 

Once the mess is swept up, 
Akhila begins to draw lovely 
dosigns on the floor before the 
kolu, using ground rice paste. 
She gives it a maroon edging, 
brightening it further with 
blobs ofturmeric paint here and 
there, Abu sits by, admiring her 
work, guarding it from getting 
smudged before it dries. 





The next day the children 
make lots of festoons of fresh 
mango leaves strung on a jute 
thread, Tender palm leaves, cut 
and twisted into decorative 
shapes, are hung in between. 
dust look at Abu with his tongue 
thrust out! He is learning to 
poke the stem into the middle of 
the mango leaf without tearing 

‘and with the jute string run- 
ning through! Father puts up 
the green and cream festoonsall 
round the room, and at the door- 
way. 


Now it is evening. All the 
oil lamps are lit. (Abu has rolled 
their cotton wicks.) The room 
looks-simply gorgeous. Not like 
their home, but a magical land 


of grandmother's tales. 


Many finely dressed ladies 
come to visit. Wearing mother’s 


silk saree and jewels, a grown- 
up looking Akhila welcomes 
them with kumkum, sandal- 
paste and flowers. Some of them 
sing, others talk, and everyone 
enjoys the tangy sundal and the 


pink barfi that mother serves 
out. Many children come to ad- 
mire the kolu; and among them 
are Abu’s friends from school 
and the neighbourhood. How 
they giggle and chatter! They 
like the park best. And really, it 
looks quite marvellous. Father 
has lit up its roads with tiny 
coloured lights and put up a 
music box which plays jolly 
tunes, 

As each person is ready to 
leave, somebody small runs up 
to hand out a little bag that he 
has helped to pack. It contains 
betel leaves, turmeric, arecanut 
and a sweet lime. 


‘Wit can this little boy be? 
Hewears abluesilk cloth round 
his waist with a yellow scarf to 
hold it in place, His arms are 
smeared with sandal paste and 
he has a long orange mark on 
his forehead. A crown glitters 
on his head, a jaunty peacock 
feather sticking up from it, He 
wears a chain of pearls, Why, it 
must be little Krishna, the god 
who loves to frolic with children 
and play many pranks. 
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Well, when the last guest 
leaves, mother gives Akhila a 
hug and then scoops up little 
Krishna, She tosses him up and 
says as she catches him, “Thank 
youboth for helpingme so well.” 





By this time Krishna's 
cardboard crown and peacock 
foathor have fallen off, the pearl 
chain is broken, the sandal 
paste ll smudged, The blue silk: 
is about to slip off. 

No matter! It is time for a 
warm bath, hot supper and bed 
aftor the exciting day. 

‘There are nine more days of 
kolu left, with visitors, outings, 
fancy dress and many good 
things to eat, And tomorrow 
mother is going to tell Abu the 
thrilling story of the buffalo 
demon and how he was 
destroyed by the great goddess- 
on-the-lion. 
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Mother sits down on the 
mat with Abu snuggling clase to 
her and begins the story of 
Vijaya Dasami. 


his ts a wonderful story 
which was first told to King 
Janamejaya by Sage Vyasa, to 
make the king understand the 
glory and the greatness of the 
mother goddess —theDevi. 


A long, long time ago the 
two wicked brothers Ramban 
and Karamban decided to pray 
for strong sons, One stood in the 
middle of a fire on the banks of 
the river Panchanata, while the 
other went underwater. The 
jealous Indra, king of the gods, 
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took the form of a crocodile and 
killed the submerged Karam- 
ban.Ramban was about to kill 
himself in grief when the Sun 
god appeared on his chariot of 
seven white horses. 

“If you are pleased with my 
penance O Surya,” cried Ram- 
ban, “Give me a brave son who 
will conquer even the gods and 
punish Indra.” 

Ramban’s wife was a she- 
buffalo, and their child was 
born half-demon and half- 
beast. He was called Mahi- 
shasura,* 


The young Mahisha 
decided to test his powers very 
early, to capture and rule th 
fourteen worlds of the univers 
He wanted to become t 
strongest demon ever, mighti 
than the gods. 

Well, he realized that first of 
all, he needed some divine us- 
sistance. So he climbed to the 
top of the Meru peak of the 
Himalayas, and began his 
tapas** to Brahma, the god of 
creation. Brahma was so 
pleased with Mahisha's terrible 
determination that he flouted 
down before him on his white 
swan and asked, “What boon do 
you seek?” 

The delighted Mahisha 
replied, “Oh great creator! Since 

Mahia : le crra: demon 

opat ito long prover hat goes on 


‘ond nights, perhaps years, until the 
font 














I am already the most powerful 
of all beings, my only enemy is 
death, Please make me live 
forever!” 

“That cannot be,” thecreator 
shook his four heads. “All crea- 
tures born must die at some 
time or other. Ask me for 
another gift.” 

Mahishasura thought he 
was clever enough to outwit the 
god. 

“Then let me not die by any 
bird, animal, man, demon or 


He did not mention women 
because he thought they were 
too weak to oppose him. 


Atter that, there was no 
stopping Mahisha's cruelty or 
pride. Soon he had every world 
‘under his control except for the 
heavens, He challenged Indra, 
the king of the gods, and all his 
commanders, to battle. Indra 
Iaughed in scorn. 

“What! Am I tobe frightened 
by abuffalo? A stupid beast? Let 
us go and teach this creature a 
lesson.” 

‘Taking the blessings of his 
guru Brihaspati, Indra rode 
into battle on Airavata, his 
beautiful white elephant. He 
was surrounded by Varuna, 
Vayu, Agni, Surya, Chandra, 
Mitra and the other gods, who 
joyfully followed their leader. 
Vishnu, the protector of the 
universe, flew in to assist them 
on Garuda, 


"The war between the gods 


and the demons was a terrible 


affair. Though at first it seemed 
that the gods would win, th 
demons were sure of succes 
when Mahisha unfolded his 
powers of black magic. He 
created not one, but tens of 
thousands of creatures like 
himself, buffalo-headed, sharp- 
horned, each with the 
of a thousand eleph 
ed through the e 
simply mowed them down, and 
terrified them by their ferocity. 
Mahisha himself enjoyed 
the gods with his horns. 
Vishnu tried to dispel the 
darkness by discharging his 
shining discus, the famous 
Sudarshana Chakra. But 
Mahisha had weapons more 
fearful. Wounded severely by 
one of them, Vishnu fainted 
away. Garuda at once spread 
his wings and bore the god to 
safety. Seeing that, Brahma’s 
‘swan too flew out of the scene of 
battle with his master. The 
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demons rejoiced and began to 
drive the gods like cattle, pen- 
ning them up as slaves, while 
Mahisha captured and rode 
Airavata, the divine royal 
mount. He swept into the 
heavens and crowned himself 
on Indra’s throne. The demons 
now had a free hand to terrorize 
the universe. 


Some of the chief gods, in- 
cluding Indra, escaped to hide 
in the dark caves of snowy 
mountains, Weeping in despair 
they made their way to 
Brahma’s world and begged 
him to save them, Unable to 
help them himseif, Brahma 
guided them to Mount Kailasa, 
to seek the help of Siva, the 
‘awesome destroyer. 

Siva smiled and said, “My 
dear Brahma! What can I do 
when it was you who armed 
Mahisha with such a powerful 
boon? The only way to get rid of 
him is to find a woman strong 
enough to destroy him. Have 
you created such a woman? Per- 
haps Vishnu can give us some 
new ideas,” 

Vishnu sighed as he ad- 
mitted that there was nothing 
more that the gods could do ex- 
cept to wait for the appearance 
of the great goddess of power 
and strength, the Devi, who 
alone could save them all from 
wicked oppression. 

Humbly and sorrowfully, all 
the gods prayed together for her 
divine appearance, 
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The wives of the three gods 
of Destruction (Siva), Protec- 
tion (Vishnu), and Creation 


(Brahma) were Durga, 
Lakshmi and Saraswati. Moved 
by the misery of the gods they 
began to pray. Eyes closed, 
hands folded, they stood in utter 
concentration for nine days and 
nine nights waiting for the rise 
of power. 


On the tenth day the wait- 
ing gods saw a marvellous sight. 

Durga, Lakshmi and Saras- 
wati had combined into a single 
form of great beauty and fear- 
fulness. It was as fall the glory 
and energy of all the gods had 
been absorbed by the new god- 
dess, dressed in silks and 
jewels, her hair like a dark 
cloud beneath a crown that 
shone like the sun. She had a 
third eye on her forehead and 
eighteen arms of immense 
valour.. 





‘The gods at once sank to 
their knees in wonder and wor- 
shipped the Devi. Bach brought 
her gifts. Siva offered his tri- 
dent, Vishnu his discus; Agni 
gave her his Shatagni, Vayu his 
bow and quiver of arrows; Indra 
his Vajrayudha and Yama his 
death-dealing Dandayudha; 
Varuna his Pasha, Viswakarma 
the Parashu, Tvashta a magical 
armour. Himavan, the lord of 
the mountain, brought a noble 
lion for her to ride on. The gods 
were thrilled when they saw the 
Devi seated on the lion because 
now they werecertain that their 
days of slavery were over. Sure- 
ly Mahisha’s end was near. This 
was going to be a day of victory, 
the Vijaya Dasami. 

‘The goddess laughed aloud. 
The lion roared. Together the 
sound shook all the worlds. 
Even mountains and rivers 
trembled, while the demons 
were thunderstruck. When they 
saw that it was a woman riding 


‘a lion who was challenging 
Mahisha to a fight, they were 
even more astonished. Their 
master had suppressed the 
universe. Who was this young 
woman who dared to oppose 
him? 


When Mahisha emerged to 
discover the cause of the uproar, 
he was stunned to seo that it 
was a woman, and such a 
beautiful woman at that. 

“Stop this nonsense and 
marry me. Together we will rule 
all the worlds,” he cried. 

‘The goddess laughed again, 
this time more fearfully than 
before. Her eyes flashed, sparks 
of fire flew around her. 

“Mahishasura! Though you 
have been most cruel to all crea- 
tures I will show you mercy. If 
you want to live, surrender and 
slink back into the underworld. 
If not, fight and die by my hand 
right now, right here!” 

Mahisha had never been op- 
posed before. He had never 
faced harshness or humiliation. 
‘The demon stamped his hoof, 
tossed his head and rushed 
forth into battle. With him came 
his troops of demons, each led 
by awar-skilled commander. At 
first Mahisha watched as his 
generals fought. When he saw 
them falling like bamboo sticks 
under the axe, his rage knew no 
bounds. 

He rained arrows upon the 
goddess in an unending stream. 
When his quiver was ex- 
hausted, he hit the lion with his 
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thorny mace, Maddened, the 
lion scratched the asura’s hide 
with its sharp claws. To fight all 
the more fiercely Mahisha be- 
came a lion himself. The Devi’s 
arrows turned into serpents as 
they touched him and began to 
bind him like ropes. To free him- 
self he turned into an enormous 
elephant, rooting up rocks and 
hills with his tusks to hit his 
opponent. 

The lion leaped on the 
clephant’s head to break it 
apart. So the demon changed 
into a snake, raising its hood to 
strike, Asits tail was snipped in 
fa blow, the snake once again 
became the buffalo-headed 
demon, swinging his tail and 
trying to pin the lion down with 
his dangerous horns. 


It was @ brutal sight to 
watch. 








At last the goddess decided 
to bring relief to the watching 
94 GOKULAM, October 91 


gods and human beings. 
Mahisha tried to escape by 
changing his form into many 
shapes and sizes. The goddess 
raised her trident with a quiet 
force and pierced his chest. 
Such was his brute strength 
that he did not die, but rose out 
of a swoon to attack with 
greater vigour. 

‘At last, with reddened eyes, 
the goddess chose the discus 
and hurled it at Mahisha. Spar- 
kkling with myriad rays of light 
the discus raced swiftly to its 
target and beheaded the asura, 
His head and body fell separate- 
ly on the ground. 


Aighast and shrieking, the 
remaining demonsrushed away 
t6 save their lives, hiding them- 
selves in the depths of the un- 
derworld. 

The fourteen worlds of the 
universe were full of joy at their 
release. All creatures sang and 
danced and prayed to the Devi 
for setting them free. The dark- 
ness melted away. The sun 
returned to the sky. The gods 
got back their kingdom and 
showered the Devi with flowers, 
precious gems, rosewater and 
sandalpaste. They named her 
“Mahishasura mardini” 
the Destroyer of the Buffalo- 
demon and paid homage to her 
with gratitude and happiness. 
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A CUNNING, 
BARGAIN! 


nee Nazruddin went into 
O: cloth shop and selected 
a coat for himself. 
“What is the price of this 
coat?" he asked the salesman. 
“Twenty dinars” replied the 
salesman. 
‘Twill take it,” said Nazrud- 





din, 

He turned to see some 
beautiful shirts displayed. They 
cost five dinars each. 

[don’t want this coat,” said 
Nazruddin. “Can I exchange it 
for four of those shirts?” 

“Certainly,” replied the 
salesman. 

Nezruddin handed over the 





‘coat and selected four shirts. He 
then turned to leave. 

“Sir!” called the salesman. 
“You have forgotten to pay!” 

“Pay for what?” asked Naz- 
ruddin, pretending surprise. 

“Why sir, for the four shirts 
you have taken” replied the 
salesman, 

“But I have exchanged the 
shirts for the coat,” said Naz- 
ruddin. 

“True, sir! But you have not 
paid for the coat!” pointed out 
the salesman."Why should I 
pay for an article which I have 
returned?” demanded Nazrud- 
din. “Have I not returned the 
coat to you?” 

And Nazruddin went out 
leaving a very puzzled sales- 


man behind. 
Retold by 
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Oh time! 
Why do you run away? 


Why don’t you pause, 
And let others pass? 


Why are you always in such a hurry? 
Isit only to eat your curry? 


Why do you run so fast, 
And leave the present as the past? 


Ifyou do not run, 


R. Vishnupriya, aged 13. 
Bangalore - 560 085. 
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